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" The volume concludes with a set of translated pieces : Homeric 
Hymn to Demeter, and some lyrics from Catullus. . . . He might 
also have added his translation of the Hymn to Apollo and parts 
of the Aphrodite, which were all included by him in a small and 
very pleasant volume of versions from the Greek, written in his 
Cambridge days nearly thirty years ago, and called Lyra Hdl€ni4ia. 
, . . We believe that Mr Call might produce a translation of all 
Catullns's works, which, in point of even and durable spirit, would 
more than deserve a place beside either the brilliant one of Mr 
Martin or the learned one of Mr Ellis." — Saturday Review, jPe6- 
ruary 17, 1872. 

'* Mr Call's poetry is intimately associated with his philosophy. 
. . . We have not picked out any of those happy descriptions of 
Nature of which his pages are full — pictures of the fields and woods 
and streams: we have not dwelt upon his perfect expression of 
language, his love of beauty, his intense delight in the presence of 
the sea and mountains and sky, because we wish especially to call 
attention to that still higher love for humanity, that firm belief in 
Science, and that unshaken hope in Progress, which so shines forth 
in his poems." — Westminster Review, January 1872. 
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PEEFACE. 



When the metrical portion of this little volume was 
first published more than a quarter of a century ago, it 
attracted in some quarters unexpected attention. In 
particular, it had the honour of being included in the 
private Index Expurgatoriris of Lord Arundel and Surrey, 
who, in his place in the House of Commons, while good- 
naturedly recognising its poetical merit, emphatically 
denounced its theological audacity. Its partial success 
is among the motives that encourage me to offer it in a 
revised form to a new generation of readers.* • 

Amid great secondary differences, the general aspect of 
the present age resembles that of twenty-five years since. 
The problem of capital and labour still clamours for 
solution : the associative principle has attained only an 

* The expansion of Luther's paradox, Pecca fortiter, was a special 
subject of Lord Arundel's reprobation. 

" What help for hourly errors shall I find ? 
How tread the dangerous path that must be trod ? 
Guileless and simple be, in heart and mind, 
Sin bravely, man, and leave the rest to God." 
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incomplete deyelopment : Balder, the beautiful, lies dead : 
the powers of frost and snow are melting for final dis- 
solution : Thor the peasant-god still unfurls the stan- 
dard of revolt : the journey to California^ the pursuit 
of unconsecrated wealth, is daily repeated: the true 
Golden Country lies veiled in the distance ; the dreaded 
anarchy of the 10th April has appeared as a direful 
reality, not in our own sober capital, but in the brilliant 
metropolis of a sister-land. On the other hand, some of 
the sanguine expectations of earlier days have been real- 
ised, however incompletely. Science has become more 
comprehensive in survey, and more fruitful in result; 
theology more instructed and more tolerant. If in the 
formidable revival of the military spirit a temporary 
retrogression is traceable, armed despotisms have grown 
milder, wiser, juster. The Austrian tyrant has released 
his Italian provinces, and given constitutional freedom 
to Hungary ; Germany has escaped from the yoke of its 
petty princes, and attained to national unity ; America 
has abolished negro-slavery ; and England has enfran- 
chised a part of her working population, disestablished 
the Church of a privileged minority, and legislated for 
the benefit of the occupiers of land in Ireland. 

The more direct Positivist tendency traceable in the 
new edition of " Eeverberations " has been anticipated 
in my " Golden Histories ; '* from which I have reprinted 
three little poems that illustrate " A Chapter from my 
Autobiography." 
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A CHAPTER FROM MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 



'On religion in particular, the time appears to me to have come when 
it is the duty of all who, being qualified in point of knowledge, 
have on mature consideration satisfied themselves that the current 
opinions are not only false but hurtful, to make their dissent 
known,"— John Stuabt Mill. 
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A CHAPTER FROM MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 



Nearly twenty years have elapsed since my silent 
withdrawal from the quiet duties and unpretending 
social position of a curate of the English Church. 
Increased acquaintance with theological controversy has 
served only to strengthen the convictions which neces- 
sarily resulted in this withdrawal. At length the time 
appears to have arrived for giving audible expression to 
those reasons which impelled me to recede from the 
circle of orthodox belief, or which still preclude my 
return. Abstaining from a formal and systematic 
investigation of the claims of dogmatic Christianity, I 
content myself with prefixing to a revised edition of 
" Eeverberations " a recital of the reasons which in- 
duced me to abandon a creed consecrated by the tradi- 
tions and services of two thousand years. 

This recital will naturally assume the form of a 
mental Autobiography. Some few fragmentary passages 
from the imperfectly-recalled history of early years will 
best illustrate both the devout faith of childhood and 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



AUTOBIOGRAPHY, 



the ignorant scepticism of boyhood, which, transitory as 
it proved, yet served as a rehearsal for the instracted 
unbelief of mature age. 

A strong natural bias, if not to doctrinal religion, at 
least to religious sentiment, not unaccompanied with a 
certain imaginative activity, was a leading characteristic 
of my early years. I recall an incident of those year's 
which, trivial in itself, exercised a powerful and per- 
manent impression on my mind. Wandering, after the 
fashion of children, over the house in which I lived, I 
chanced to stray into a room where a woman sat read- 
ing, in a low voice, of strange sights and beautiful shapes 
beheld in vision,*— I knew not where or when or by 
whom. I listened as one enchanted. The Book from 
which she read was the Bible. Thirsting to know more 
of the glorious phantOm-world of which I had caught a 
glimpse, I one day carried off the coveted volume, and 
henceforward, morning after morning, I sat alone, evoking 
splendid pictures of Oriental life and adventure from the 
magic pages of the mystic book, or peopling my solitary 
retreat with the visionary forms of dreaming prophet, 
majestic patriarch, heroic king, or pastoral princess. 

This grave delight in the poetic and narrative portions 
of " The Old Testament " was succeeded by the severer 
interest which the story of "The New Testament" 
awakened. Though the religious enthusiasm thus 
excited endured through many years, it was not 
destined to survive the development of the sceptical 
tendencies which had been dormant in my mind. At 

♦ See "Old FeeliDgs," p. 110, reprinted from "Golden Historieg." 
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this distance of time, I can but reunite the scattered 
traces of half-conscious thought or obscure feeling, which 
preceded and prepared the determinate scepticism of 
advancing years. A school-fellow had once avowed in 
my hearing his disbelief in a material helL Another 
young acquaintance had objected to the anti-scientific 
cosmogony of Genesis, instancing the existence of light, 
with the division of day and night, before the creation 
of the sun. A volume of theology had been given me 
to read, containing an elaborate argument to prove, 
what I had never doubted, the being of a God. The 
conception of God as a First Cause, on which the author 
laid great stress, appeared to me destructive of the 
personal and aflPectional nature of the Deity, and to 
leave in its place a cold impassive entity. Speculation 
on the possible fate, in another world, of Lord Byron, 
the favourite poet of my youth, pronounced by the pious 
to be hopelessly lost, probably inclined me to wavering 
views on the subject of posthumous retribution. The 
general productions of this volcanic genius captivated 
me with the spell of a congenial gloom, rather than 
directly educated me into unbelief. " Cain, a Mystery," 
indeed, proved exceptionally provocative of doubt. 
Among the many passages which suggested that there 
was something wrong in the popular theology was one 
in which Cain, conversing with his sister Adah, insinu- 
ates that the love " not yet a sin " in them would be so 
in their children — a doctrine which seemed to make 
morality, varying in different ages, depend on the 
arbitrary decree of Supreme Power. In another passage. 
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Cain argues, " to produce destruction can surely never 
be the task of joy," and illustrates his position by the 
apologue of the lamb. 

" I lately saw 
A lamb stung by a reptile : the poor Buckling 
Lay foaming on the earth, beneath the vain 
And piteous bleating of its restless dam : 
My father plucked some herbs, and laid them to 
The wound, and by degrees the helpless wretch 
Resumed its careless life, and rose to drain 
The mother*s milk, who o'er it tremulous 
Stood licking its reviving limbs with joy. 
Behold, my son ! said Adam, how from evil 
Springs good ! 

LiLcifer, What didst thou answer ? 

Cain, Nothing; for 

He is my father : but I thought that 'twere 
A better portion for the animal 
Never to have been stung at all, than to 
Purchase renewal of its little life 
With agonies unutterable, though 
Dispelled by antidote^.'' 

It was not Byron, however, but a contemporary poet, 
who exerted a definitively disturbing influence on my 
mind. At first, indeed, the anti-monarchical, anti-theo- 
logical views of Shelley perplexed and amazed me, accus- 
tomed to the utterance of only conservative doctrine. 
About a year before my first superficial acquaintance 
with the writings of this revolutionary poet, I submitted 
with reluctance and pious self-coercion to the ceremony 
of Confirmation. I well remember expressing, in the 
hearing of one of my sisters, a vague desire to escape 
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INFLUENCE OF SHELLE'/S POETRY. 7 

the impending obligation, pleading in explanation, with- 
out distinctly specifying, what I, perhaps with childish 
exaggeration, designated my dreadful doubts. Of these 
doubts, however, I said nothing to my parents. But 
now, when my scepticism received a fresh stimulus from 
my first readings in Shelley, I ventured, in a letter to 
my mother, to intimate, though no doubt very inade- 
quately, the perplexed and unsettled state of my mind. 
If the letter elicited no reply, it was not, assuredly, from 
any want of intelligent sympathy, but because it was 
judged wisest to confide in other agencies than those of 
controversy for the removal of my difficulties. Some 
months after, a boyish effusion of mine fell into my 
mother's hands, expressive of my admiration for the 
genius of Shelley, and of my sorrow for his suffering life 
and premature death. The poem ended nearly thus : — 

'< We know not where his home may be. 
We know he is at rest ; 
And are the dwellings of the free 
Not dwellings of the blest ? " 

« 

The latitudinarian theology of the sentiment received 
a very mild rebuke, not unmingled with some gracious 
words for the " rather pretty " verses of the "poet." 

About this time a dear, valued, and lamented school- 
friend, whose literary sympathies resembled my own, 
presented me with the two volumes of Shelley published 
by Ascham. These volumes became the constant com- 
panions of my solitary hours. I was fascinated by the 
tumultuous splendour, the magical music, the ethical 
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grandeur, the social enthusiasm of this imperial genius. 
His blazing protest against the errors of popular Ohris- 
tianity was in entire unison with my incipient hetero- 
doxy ; his deep sympathy with suffering mankind, his 
magnificent vision of human regeneration, the profoundly 
religious speculations scattered through his writings, 
captivated my heart and imagination, and I accepted 
with eager gladness, as my holy ideal, the Spirit of 
Intellectual Beauty — 

" Which wields the world with never- wearied love, 
Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above." 

The overthrow of the old creed was now complete. 
Crude and immature as are the notes to Queen Mab, 
they yet contained enough to effect an entire revolution 
in the opinions of a youth, ignorant, indeed, but prone 
to reflection, and experiencing an intense dissatisfaction 
with the narrowness and exclusiveness of the old evan- 
gelical creed. Reluctant to cause pain to others, I did 
not openly repudiate religious prescription ; I continued 
even to pray in secret; I allowed myself to enter on 
residence in the University of Cambridge, with the im- 
plied understanding that I was eventudly to become ia 
clergyman of the Church of England. 

With the freedom of college life came at first in- 
creased freedom of thought. The arguments of the 
Fairy Mab were reinforced by the philosophy of the 
subtle Hume. In the second year of my college life 
I was without theological faith, but not without faith 
in truth, in goodness, in human nature. In general, 
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RETURN TO ORTHODOX BELIEF. 9 

opinion in the University was acquiescently orthodox. 
One college friend, indeed, professed a sort of fatalism, 
and having been in part educated in Grermany, talked 
of rationalism without having any real knowledge of 
the subject. With another acquaintance I remember 
carrying on a philosophical discussion on the efficacy of 
prayer. A third avowed himself a Unitarian ; and a 
fourth rather repelled me by a cynical licence of expres- 
sion. Gradually a growing dissatisfaction, social, moral, 
and intellectual, almost unconsciously drew me away 
from the negative opinions which I had with the 
natural precipitancy of youth adopted. I turned from 
Hume's " Essay on Miracles " and James Mill's " Analysis 
of the Human Mind " to works of mystical piety, to the 
writings of the refiners and spiritualisers of Christian 
theology — above all, to S. T. Coleridge. I studied the 
stock books on the " Evidences," Paley, Locke, Home, 
Pearson, Sherlock, &c. ; I read Jeremy Taylor, Hooker, 
Milton's prose works, attracted to their creed by sjrm- 
pathy with their genius, and prompted by an eager desire 
to vanquish doubt and repel difficulties. In thus revert- 
ing to orthodox belief, I was influenced by the clamorous 
demand of my whole nature for a rule of conduct and an 
objective ideal of faith. I argued myself into a. belief 
that this " realised ideal " must exist, and that it could be 
no other than the Christian Church. The Church, as the 
embodiment of celestial truth, as the aggregate of noble 
and beautiful spirits, dead or living, appeared to me a 
sublime conception. 
. To the mysterious doctrines of the Church I was now 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



lO AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 

enabled to reconcile my mind by the aid of a philoso- 
phising process. The doctrine of a Triune Deity became 
comprehensible through the analogy of man's triple nature. 
The diflSculties connected with the history of the Fall 
were smoothed away by Coleridge's explanation of the 
doctrine of original sin, not as a primaeval historical fact, 
but as the ever-originating imperfection of an indi- 
vidual nature. Coleridge, too, enabled me to surmount 
the vital difficulty presented by the question of plenary 
inspiration. The geological difficulty I met by one of the 
glosses common at that time — the interpolation of an 
indefinite period between the initial verse of Genesis and 
the sequel of the narrative of creation, or the expansion 
of the six days into mystical epochs of any required dura- 
tion, The crowning difficulty to belief, so often the first 
step to scepticism, remained. I had early rejected the 
doctrine of eternal punishment. I had, for reasons which 
I need not specify, succeeded in convincing myself that it 
was not in the New Testament or the Prayer-Book. 

Thus disavowing the doctrine of plenary inspiration, 
and rejecting the creed of nearly all Christendom on one 
aspect of a future life, I entered the ministry of the 
English Church (1843), in sentiment evangelical, in his- 
torical prepossession Anglican, in exegesis latitudinarian. 
The internal calm and inward satisfaction to which I 
had attained, after a long and painful conflict, were 
delightful 

As time lapsed on, the hope I had cherished of the 
continuance of this mental calm began to fade. The 
first symptom of returning dissatisfaction which I can 
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recall arose out of my universalist view of posthumous 
penalty.* As my experience widened, I became more and 
more conscious that my interpretation of the New Testa- 
ment doctrine of future retribution was not recognised 
by the clergy or the laity of the English Church. 

From every pulpit, from every school-desk, from every 
book of theology, the doctrine taught was the everlasting 
perdition of the unrepentant sinner or the hardened 
unbeliever. I found the mass of authoritative opinion 
against me. I began to doubt the correctness of my own 
interpretation. Ee-examining the subject, I convinced 
myself that Christianity was responsible for this dreadful 
doctrine ; that, with scarce any exception, the Churches, 
Catholic and Protestant, all believed in it. The profound 
Leibnitz had vindicated it ; the judicious Arnold had re- 
asserted it. Augustine, Jerome, Aquinas, an innumerable 
army of Christian combatants, were all against me. The 
Synod of Constantinople had proclaimed the torments of 
the damned eternal; the Augsburg Confession had reiter- 
ated the proclamation. These or similar facts did not 
fail to weigh with me. Later, the whole scheme of Chris- 
tian redemption appeared to me incompatible with the 
doctrine of universal restoration ; and no countenance 
was given it by the Book itself, which not only dismissed 
the wicked into everlasting punishment, contrasting their 
sentence with the reception of the righteous into ever- 
lasting happiness, but left their future irrevocably deter- 
mined, with no intimation of a change in the eternal 
decrees, no hint of that pardon in the grave of which a 

* See "Prayer of Aquinas," p. 113, ''Reverberations." Aquinas, 
however, was not a Umyersaliat. 
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recent and supple theology dreams, and which, if contem- 
plated in the divine intentions, would surely hare been 
divulged in a miraculous revelation. The idea was 
an appalling one. I was haunted, not indeed, as I 
believe some have been, with the picture of the flaming 
prison of the Onmipotent gaoler ever in the mind's eye, 
but with a feeling of extreme pity and sorrow for a great 
part of the human race, the noble, the wise, the great, 
the good, mighty poets and wise benefactors of mankind, 
for gentle and beloved women, admired and affectionate 
friends, helplessly and hopelessly lost ; nay, kept everlast- 
ingly alive, to be the victims of a retaliation which had no 
object but retaliation, no result but agony, insane con- 
centrated malignity on the part of God, inconceivable 
rage, hatred, despair on the part of man. I had found the 
world unintelligible to me ; I had accepted the revela- 
tion that was to make it intelligible. Human philosophy 
had failed to explain to me the mystery of existence ; 
Christian philosophy explained it to be the perpetuation 
of sin and misery, intensifled by omnipotent intervention. 
Such a solution of the problem was in my opinion so 
incredible, that the unsolved mystery itself was, in com- 
parison, a mental satisfaction and intellectual joy. 

With reviving doubt on the subject of future retribu- 
tion came back into life the old difficulty of plenary 
inspiration. Inquiry convinced me that Coleridge's 
criterion was futile; the stamp of infallibility was 
absent from the old records ; not in this or in that 
passage, but in chapter after chapter, book after book 
of the Bible, I saw only the traces of human penman- 
ship. Many years before the Bishop of Natal startled 
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the orthodox world from its propriety, I had caxefdlly 
examined, with the help of De Wette's " Introduction," 
Geddes's " Commentary," and " Selections from Lorenzo 
Baur's Theology of the Old Testament," the five books 
traditionally attributed to Moses. The essay I then 
wrote now Kes before me. 

The exegetical expedient by which the cosmogony of 
the Old Testament was reduced into harmony with 
modem science was shown to be futile when I com- 
pared the arbitrary interpretation of a reconciling theo- 
logy with the various passages which proved that the 
heaven and earth of the first verse of the initial chapter 
of Genesis were the heaven and earth of other verses in 
the same chapter, as well as of the Fourth Commandment. 
The natural meaning of this creation-hymn is, that the 
heaven, the earth, the sun and moon, the planets and 
the stars, together with all the plants and animals on 
the earth, were called into existence within six days. I 
now learned to see that the contradiction between the 
disclosure of geology and the narrative of creation in 
Genesis was irreconcilable.* It was i^ot true that all birds 
were created before quadrupeds orall mammals with ophi- 
dians j it was not true that the world before the Fall was 
^ a world without sin, without pain, without death. Even 
in the case of the pre-adamite plants, death was the con- 
stant successor of life, and long before the first man ate of 
the forbidden fruit, earth was the scene of carnage and 
conflict. The evidence of wounds and mutilations and 
fractures in the fossil animah afforded clear proof that 
♦ Rev. Baden Powell. 
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the picture of innocent and peaceful existence set before 
our childish imagination was at variance with the terrible 
reality. The indentations of raindrops on the slabs of the 
sandstone of far-off ages served to show how untrue it 
was that there was no rain till after the days of Adam's 
sojourn in Paradise. The presence or the absence of the 
sun is the cause of the day and night, yet these cardinal 
divisions of time, in the Mosaic narrative, precede the 
fixation of the sun in the sky as a lamp to give light 
upon the earth. The various strata which compose the 
crust of the earth require for their order and forma- 
tion a period which can only be reckoned by myriads of 
years ; how then could our own planet, to say nothing 
of those stars, which are so distant that two millions of 
years are needed to transmit their light to us, assume 
the various characteristics which it presents within the 
brief term of six days ? 

It has become the fashion to say that the Bible has 
no chronological system; but the indications of the 
progress of time which it contains cannot be set aside in 
this peremptory manner. Inquiry convinced me that 
the scheme of chronology to which the Bible is com- 
mitted coerces, with factitious violence, all history into 
the narrow space of a Procrustean bed. The genealogies 
of the Old Testament are reasserted in the New, and 
that in the most solemn connection — the incarnation of 
Christ. The ages of the antediluvian patriarchs, from 
Adam downward, are carefully specified. Their sum 
total gives us the date of the Deluge, and the subsequent 
determinations of time contained in the Biblical records 
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offer us a period of four thousand years, or but little more, 
within which all the historical developments known to 
scholars, and all the physical phenomena with which 
geology is familiar, must be compressed. The ethnology 
and history of Genesis shared the fate of its cosmogony. 
Further analysis, as I became acquainted with the writ- 
ings of German and English theologians, demonstrated 
the existence of a pervading mythical or legendary 
element in the books of the Old Testament, and showed 
that the early history of the Jews was, in the words of 
a great ecclesiastical historian, a mass of legends.* 

The discovery by DrAstruc, a French Roman Catholic 
physician, of the composite character of the Pentateuch, 
of the employment of two fundamental documents by its 
author or authors, was as a flash of light to illuminate 
the obscurity of the older Biblical literature. If, accord- 
ing to the solenm assurance in Exodus vi, God was 
not known to the patriarchs as Jehovah, but only as El 
Shaddai, then the work of which this narrative forms a 
part cannot have contained those passages in Genesis in 
which God, prior to the time of Moses, is styled Jehovah, 
nor those in which He is thus designated by the patri- 
archs, nor those which refer to a previous adoration of 
the Supreme Being as Jehovah. The presence in the 
Pentateuch of at least two records, in one of which God 
is named Elohim and in the other Jehovah, was thus 
placed beyond all doubt. The author of the ancient 
Elohistic document designated God only by the general 
appellative Elohim up to the time of the manifestation 
* See Milman's ''History of the Jews." 
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made by Moses, because he knew or believed that God 
made Himself known to Moses by a name which He 
had never till then divulged, the name of Jehovah. 
Thus not only did the Pentateuch contain two different 
documents by two different writers, but, if the statement 
in Exodus was to be credited, the statements in Genesis 
which asserted or implied an established worship of 
Jehovah were not correct. With an extended know- 
ledge of German critical theology, I found that anachron- 
isms, contradictions, discrepancies, mythical recitals, and 
ideal representations pervaded the whole of the Penta- 
teuch. But if such was the case generally with the several 
books of which it consisted, there was one particular 
book, — the Book of Deuteronomy, — the characteristic 
peculiarities of which separated it from those with which 
it had been incorporated, and indicated that it was com- 
posed after the age of the Jehovistic and Elohistic authors. 
While little if any of the first four books of the Penta- 
teuch was written by Moses, Deuteronomy, with its 
legislative enactments, pointing to a later date, was 
shown to be a free composition of the period between 
Hezekiah and Josiah. It contained, in fact, a fictitious 
code, an early example of that pseudonymous literature 
which was afterwards so popular among the Alexandrian 
Jews and the Christians of the second century. 

Pre-eminent among these pious fictions was a book 
which I had once accepted as before all others genuine — 
the Book of Daniel. In its minute prevision of events I 
had once recognised the communication of superhuman 
knowledge by the divine* to the human mind, and had 
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accepted its disclosure of the future as an irresistible de* 
monstration of the reality of the Christian Revelation. A 
critical study of its reputed prophecies convinced me that 
what Porphyrins the Neo-Platonist had asserted was only 
too true, when he maintained that it was fabricated by a 
Jew who had lived in the time of Antiochus Epiphanes, 
and that it was rather an account of things which had 
taken place, than a prophecy of the future. The con- 
clusion of Porphyrius, and the arguments of the deistical 
writer Anthony Collins, had been approved by the pious 
and learned Dr Arnold, The authority of Arnold's 
name perhaps facilitated my own acceptance of them. 

The predictions of Isaiah are less minute than those of 
Daniel, and most of them are vaguer than those of the 
Maccabsean author. The prophecy, however, of the return 
from exile, the sorrowful descriptions of the servant of 
the Lord, whom I identified with the Messiah, the pre- 
announcement, as I once conceived, of the name of the 
deliverer Cyrus, together with the touching and lofty 
poetry of the book, had led me to regard it with peculiar 
veneration and affection. Gradually, however, as I read 
the commentary of Gesenius I came to see that the mys- 
tical servant of Jehovah was not a personal Messiah, but 
the ideal Israel. Aben Ezra had long ago intimated that 
the prophecies contained in the last part of the book are 
by a different" author, a prophet living in Babylon. The 
continued study of these prophecies convinced me that 
they emanated'from a patriotic Hebrew, who, living in 
the age of Cyrus, welcomed the conquering monarch a 
the appropriate champion of his oppressed countrymen. 

B 

3 6 
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For the artificial horizon which the orthodox theology 
requires, the true and natural horizon was thus substi- 
tuted The vivid descriptions of the prostrate state of 
his country scattered through the book show that in 
reality the prophet was living in the very time of the 
Exile : the pictures of suffering which he places before us 
all take their colouring from the circumstances in the 
midst of which he found himself moving. The captivity 
of Babylon, the apostasy of many of his countr3rmen, the 
destruction of the temple, are not announced as coming 
events, but are portrayed as past or existing occurrences. 
To suppose with the orthodox interpreter that a con- 
temporary of Hezekiah would not simply predict the 
Exile, but identify, as it were, the age of the Exile with 
the age in which he himself Uved, and from a period so 
remote from his own as that of the Babylonian captivity 
announce the events of a period still more distant, is an 
artificial and cumbrous hypothesis, the mere statement 
of which should be its refutation. 

The Apocalypse of St John, the delight of my youthful 
years, was submitted to the same destructive criticism. 
Neander, I found, had declared it not to be genuine, and 
had interpreted it in a very different spirit from that 
which animates our orthodox expositors, and with issues 
widely different from those which are advocated by 
them. Neander was the first to draw my attention to 
the vivid impression which the persecution of the 
Christians under Nero, and the conflagration of the city 
of Rome attributed to him, had produced on the excited 
mind of the contemporary generation. The fanciful 
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idea, vaguely recognised in secular writers, that Nero 
was not really dead, but had retired to the Euphrates, 
and would speedily return from his place of concealment 
supported by his Eastern allies to destroy Borne, the 
mystical Babylon, with fire, was in Neander's opinion 
more fully delineated by the Christian author of the 
Apocalypse. It is now generally allowed by competent 
inquirers that the interpretation of Neander is correct. 
The allegorical monster, in this wildly imaginative Ad- 
vent-poem, is the Emperor Nero, as is indicated by the 
numerical value of the Hebrew characters composing his 
name and designation, 6G6, the number of the Beast.* 

During this stage of my inquiry a theological treatise 
fell into my hands which profoundly modified my views 
of the nature of the evangelical narratives — Schleier- 
macher's V Essay on the Gospel of St Luke," translated by 
Dr Thirlwall, formerly Bishop of St David's, shortly before 
his entrance into holy orders, and while still a young 

* The numerical value of the Hebrew letters, cooformably to the 
weU-known practice of employing alphabetical characters for nume- 
rals, is subjoined. The name of the Beast, which is also the name 
of a man, is Nero Caesar. 
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law-student. The arguments adduced by the author 
appeared to me decisive as to the historical untrust- 
worthiness of the New Testament annals in general, as 
well as of the third Gospel in particular. One important 
result of the systematic examination of the sacred bio- 
graphy was the clearer perception of the distinctive and 
independent character of the Gospel bearing the name of 
St John, and the irreconcilability of its historical repre- 
sentations with the corresponding statements of the 
Synoptics, as they are called, from obvious identity of 
survey or treatment. It was not, however, till my final 
relinquishment of clerical duty that I understood in 
its diflferent bearings the question of the origin, object, 
and character of this Gospel, its radical divergence from 
the other three, or its peculiar relation to the Apocalypse. 
The writings of the Tubingen School — in particular, the 
masterly treatise of the Founder of the School, F. C. 
Baur — ultimately convinced me that this theosophical 
Gospel was not the production of the Apostle St John. 
The authorship of the Apocalypse, which with Luther, 
Neander, and other theologians, I at one time hesitated 
to assign to the son of Zebedee, appeared to me, in the 
light of the new criticism, to be better attested than that 
of any book of the New Testament, and its genuineness 
scarcely more open to doubt than that of the principal 
epistles of St Paul The character of the "Son of 
Thunder," who would have called down fire from heaven, 
his position as one of the eminent leaders of the oldest 
type of Christianity at Jerusalem, his reluctant acknow- 
ledgment of the apostolic pretensions of St Paul, are 
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traits which harmonise with the personal prepossessions 
of the writer of the Apocalypse, who recognises only the 
Twelve Apostles as the founders of the Church, who 
commends the Christians of Ephesus (a privilegedxentre 
of St Paul's apostolic labours) for the rejection of those 
who say they are apostles and are not, who severely 
reproves Gentile converts for a practice which St Paul 
himself allowed, and who denounces the very sin into 
which a Pauline Christian at Corinth had fallen. 

The fourth Gospel, on the other hand, is distinguished 
by different and even opposite characteristics. Unlike the 
narrative of St Matthew, St Mark, or St Luke, that of St 
John is conspicuously a spiritual or ideal Gospel. The 
synoptical story of the nativity of Jesus is superseded in 
the fourth evangelist by a formal assertion of His divine pre- 
ezistence. The idea of St Paul that the Eedeemer was the 
second Adam, the Lord from heaven, is not only accepted, 
but carried far above the speculative elevation of that 
apostle. The history of Jesus is more or less disengaged 
in it from all the accidents of time. The destruction of 
the temple, the siege of Jerusalem, the impending Advent, 
are no longer prominent topics ; the scene of the activity 
of the Logos-Messiah is Jerusalem, and not Galilee, as 
in the other Gospels ; the sermon on the Mount and the 
latter-day discourses are omitted, and conversations and 
soliloquies, often curiously unlike the discourses of the 
Synoptics, replace them. The singular speculations of 
the opening chapter take us at once into the Gnostic circle 
of ideas. Half polemical, half conciliatory, the prologue 
or introduction at once acknowledges and disavows the 
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antitheses or dualisins of Gnosis. It repeats the Gnostic 
vocabulary, Father, Word, Beginning, Life, Truth, Grace, 
Ftdness, or Pleroma. It opposes God to the world, 
light to darkness, the children of God to the children 
of the devil. It borrows a Gnostic expression in desig- 
nating Christ as the Only-begotten. The doctrine of the 
Paraclete, or Comforter, is a development of Christian 
doctrine which recalls the heretical vocabulary of Valen- 
tinus or Montanus, and contrasts with the view of the 
probably earliei Epistle of St John which assigns to Jesus, 
and not the Holy Spirit, the appellation of Paraclete. A 
lucid indication of the proximate date of composition is 
found in the remarkable fact that the fourth Gospel 
makes the death of Jesus take place on the 14th Nisan, 
while the first three Gospels fix it to the day of the Pass- 
over ; omits the institution of the Lord's Supper and the 
final Paschal feast, and records only the celebration of a 
last meal on 13th Nisan. Now this divergence is ex- 
plained by the famous controversy in Asia Minor during 
the second century. The party of the Jewish Christians 
held strictly to tradition, and, with the Jews, celebrated 
the Passover on the 14th Nisan. This party appealed 
to the Gospel of St Matthew, and the practice of the 
Apostle St John. The Pauline Christians, on the other 
hand, would not hear of a Jewish celebration, arguing that 
a mere figurative passover was superfluous, Christ the 
true Passover having been sacrificed for us. In the com- 
mencement of this controversy, which towards the end of 
the second century assumed an altered character, the fourth 
Gospel must have had its origin. This is intimated by 
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the attempt which it makes to find a counterpoise for the 
Judseo-Christian observance in a purely Christian feast 
of the Passover. Accordingly, the testimony of St Mat- 
thew, and of course the two other Synoptists, is over- 
ruled by that of the disciple whom Jesus loved ; the 
paschal lamb of the Jews loses its significance, for Jesus 
is the true Paschal Lamb, sacrificed at the same time as 
the lamb of the Jewish rite ; the farewell meal is not the 
Passover meal, and is not allowed to stand in any rela- 
tion to it- To justify this mode of ceilebrating the Pass- 
over, an appeal was made by the Jewish Christians to the 
practice of the Apostle John, precisely the practice which 
the Gospel of St John discountenances. The considera- 
tions herd adduced, with others too numerous to be speci- 
fied in tais place, rendered it impossible for me any 
longer to attribute the Gospel which bears his name to 
the Apostle St John.* 

* See aD article on the fourth Gospel in the Westminster Heview, 
written by me in 1865. The arguments adduced in the masterly 
treatise of F. C. Baur are in my opinion decisive. The opinion that 
this Gospel is a production of the second century has been advocated 
in Germany by Schwegler, Hilgenfeld, Strauss, Zeller, Volkmar, 
Planck, Kostlin, Lipsius, Weitzsacker, Bruch, Holsten, Holtz* 
mann, Krenkel, Ffleiderer, Spath, 2iiegler, Schmidt, Holtzendorf. 
In a volume of the Protestanten-Bibd, not long since published for 
popular perusal in Germany, the non-apostolic origin of the Gospel 
is maintained. Renan, in the thirteenth edition of his '' Life of 
Jesus " has at length accepted the conclusion of Baur. In England, 
among the advocates of the theory which regards this Gospel as 
an idealised presentment of the Christian Legend, are Dr S. 
Davidson, Rev. H. B. Wilson, Rev. James Martineau, the late Rev. 
J. J. Tayler, Mr R. W, Mackay, and the author of ** Supernatural 
Religion.*' 
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From the discrepant characters of the fourth Gospel 
and the Apocalypse, I pass to^a still more momentous 
discrepancy — the cardinal differences between Ebiooite 
or Petrine and Pauline Christianity. The exclusion of 
Paul in the Apocalypse harmonises with the incessant 
reclamations of Paul in his epistles. The epistle to the 
Galatians, in particular, " places us in the midst of the 
great excitement of the critical struggle which had 
begun between Judaism and Christianity." The ques- 
tion, in fact, had arisen, whether Christianity should 
exist merely as a form of Judaism, or should le freed 
from its primitive trammels. For at least fourteen years 
after the conversion of St Paul, the elder apostles had 
not extended their vision beyond the narrow horizon of 
Judaism. The Jewish prepossessions of the author of 
the Apocalypse were, in this earlier period, jret more 
exclusive. The grand work of emancipation from the 
bondage of the Mosaic law met with little favour in the 
eyes of the primitive apostles. Jesus himself had not 
broken with the religious institutions of His country. 
The chosen Twelve, after His death, remained at Jeru- 
salem. James, in the Acts of the Apostles (Kxi. 20), 
a work which remoulds history in the interest of Pauline 
doctrine, became the consentient president of a Christian 
community zealous of the law, which regarded the 
innovator Paul as a traitor to time-honoured laws and 
ancestral usages. While in Acts xvi. Paul is said to have 
circumcised a disciple (Timothy) in deference to local 
Jewish prejudice, though the son of a Greek father, he 
positively asserts in Galatians ii. that another disciple 
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(Titus) was not compelled to undergo that rite, and that 
no compliance whatever was shown with the requirements 
of the faction whose object was the overthrow of Christian 
freedom. With an uncompromising boldness Paul vindi- 
cates the independent and original character of his own 
version of Christianity ; and his renewed eflForts to soften 
the hostility of the Jewish believers, and to conciliate 
the elder apostles, is apparent in his letters. Equally 
apparent is the unremitting opposition with which those 
eflForts were met in Corinth, in Antioch, and elsewhere. 
The persons who harassed him in Antioch were emis- 
saries of James, the so-called Bishop of Jerusalem. The 
field of labour appropriated by St Paul was diflFerent from 
that appropriated by the twelve apostles, and the policy of 
conciliation ultimately adopted, while it permitted Paul 
and Barnabas to evangelise the Gentiles, limited the la- 
bours of the "seeming pillars," James, Cephas, and John, 
to their Jewish countrymen. The contention between 
Peter and Paul was not the result of occasional vacilla- 
tion ; it had a permanent and fundamental character. 
Paul's rejection of the Mosaic law was complete and final ; 
in his view every man that submitted to circumcision 
pledged himself to the observance of the Mosaic law, and 
the assumption of this obligation rendered Christian pro- 
fession absolutely nugatory. In the Acts (chap, xv.) the 
original antagonism is softened down, and the transac- 
tion there recorded entirely misrepresents the true state 
of the case. Paul and Barnabas are there described as 
in perfect agreement with the primitive apostles, and are 
commissioned, with others, to bear to the Christians of 
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Antioch a formal and authoritative decree of the apostles 
and elders, and the whole Church. This decree expressly 
rules that the Gentile converts in that city are exempt 
from the rite of circumcision. If such a decree had ever 
been transmitted to Antioch, can we suppose that in such 
a crisis as that described by St Paul in Galatians, no ap- 
peal would have been made to its decisive authority. Paul 
has no remembrance of it; Peter has no remembrance of it ; 
Barnabas has forgotten it ; the emissaries of James, the 
entire Christian community —all alike have forgotten it.* 
The historical existence of an early Judaic Christianity, 
as contradistinguished from the Catholic Christianity of 
Paul, which it is the merit of F. C. Baur to have estab- 
lished, throws a flood of light on the history of the 
religious movement, which emanated from Jesus, and 
which but for the energetic mind of Saul of Tarsus, 
would have been limited to the narrow circle of a Jewish 
sect, and gradually have perished from its contracted 
and exclusive genius. It explains the independent posi. 
tion assumed by St Paul ; it illustrates the numerous 
passages in which he asserts his apostolic authority ; it 
shows the true significance of his resistance to Peter at 
Antioch ; it enables us to understand his constant refer- 
ences to the Jewish opponents who dogged his steps; 
it interprets for us the differing views of doctrine which 
appear in the New Testament, and it harmonises with 
the doctrinal indications which are found in the writings 
of the post-apostolic period. Papias the Millenarian, 
"St Barnabas," "Hennas," Hegisippus, who condemns 
* Schwegler, Zeller, and Baur. 
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an opinion of St Paul ; Justin Martyr, who never men- 
tions his name ; and the author of the Ignatian letters, 
who deprecates the infusion of Judaism into Christianity, 
all testify to the existence in the second century of the 
Ebionite or primitive type. The most remarkable 
instance of the bitter animosity with which St Paul was 
regarded by an ultrarPetrine party is to be found in 
the Clementine Homilies, a curious Christian romance, 
which appeared about A.D. 170. The whole purpose of 
the book, says Dr Milman, is to assert a Petrine, a 
Judaising, an anti-Pauline Christianity. In it Peter is 
made the apostle to the Gentiles, while Paul is attacked 
under the disguise of Simon the Magician. It is impos- 
sible, with the disproving evidence before us, to maintain 
that Christianity was a definite homogeneous system of 
doctrine, revealed by Christ, promulgated by His apostles, 
accepted by St Paul 

One doctrine there isindeed common to the Christ of the 
Synoptic Gospels, to the Paul of the Epistles, to the Peter 
and James of the Canon, to the author of the Apocalypse 
— the expectation of Christ's immediate return. It cannot 
be denied, says Bleek, that the first Christians generally, 
and the New Testament writers in particular, cherished 
the hope that the glorious appearing of the Lord would 
not be far distant. The late Eev. Frederick Eobertson 
frankly avowed his belief that the apostles lived in con- 
templation of the immediate end of the world, and 
boldly ascribed the unity of Christians, and the transfor- 
mation of the Christian religion from a philosophy into 
a life, to this preposterous delusion. On this point there 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



28 AUTOBIOGRAPHY, 

was unanimity among the promulgators of Christianity ; 
but this unanimity was a unanimity of error. 

During the long and weary progress of my inquiries, I 
consulted numerous works by German as well as English 
authors, on both the orthodox and heterodox side of 
the question. The learning, the eloquence, and the 
sweet and noble spirit of the late F. D. Maurice are ad- 
mirably fitted to attract unsettled minds ; but I fail to 
see in his mystical refinements any real logical cogency. 
Hengstenberg, one. of the vaunted champions of the 
older theology, impresses me mainly with a sense of his 
feebleness; andEbrard, whose "Life of Christ" I was in- 
duced to read by an eulogistic notice in one of the most 
intellectual of our weekly journals, serves only to demon- 
strate the hopelessness of the task which he has under- 
taken. His avowed return, however, to his original ad- 
mission, that the Synoptics and the fourth Gospel were 
at variance as to the time of the Last Supper, is very 
creditable to him.* 

Of the old creed of my childhood little now remained. 
I still held, however, to the crowning miracle of the 
Resurrection of Jesus, while surrendering to a scep- 
tical criticism the individual miracles of the Bible. To 
me at this time, the reality of the Resuri'ection was a 

* " But the arguments which were carried out with such dazzling 
brilliancy, by Wieseler especially, have been refuted with such 
thoroughness by Bleek (pp. 107, 156), that no false shame shall 
prevent me from confessing openly and honourably my return to 
my original admission of the actual difference in the two accounts." 
— English trandaium of Ehrard's ** Life ofJewB^ 
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necessary postulate, for I was unable to see how the 
early success of Christianity could be explained without 
assuming the miraculous fact. I had read Mr C. C. 
HennelVs " Inquiry into the Origin of Christianity," but 
was not prepared to admit his ingenious historical hypo* 
thesis. His suggestion that Christ was raised in an in- 
visible and spiritual manner might have guided me to a 
more reasonable explanation ; but I dwelt rather on the 
external aspect of the problem, and the impression 
made on me by Paley*s Argument was too strong to pass 
away, till I had found an adequate solution of my diffi- 
culty. This last hold on supernatural religion was loosened 
ere long by the searching analysis of Strauss, who, in his 
first "Leben Jesu," demonstrated the untrustworthy 
nature of the evidence. Ultimately I came to see that the 
diffusion of the Christian religion depended not on the 
fact of the Eesurrection, but on the belief entertained by the 
apostles and early converts in the Eesurrection. To account 
for this belief no longer appears to lAe difficult. Jesus, in 
predicting His personal return after the violent death 
which He saw before Him, did no more than announce His 
expectation of the inevitable sequel to the preliminary 
acts of the Messianic drama. As such an expectation 
was indispensable to the continuance of the faith of the 
disciples, so it was natural that the Master, convinced of 
the reality of His claims, should predict His return. If 
the continued existence of the pious dead in joyous 
activity is with a majority of modem Christians a 
spontaneous and even irresistible belief, Jesus could have 
had no difficulty in assuming His eventual re-animation ; 
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the resurrection of the body among the Jews being the 
acknowledged condition of a happy posthumous existence. 
He had only to take for granted that the resurrection 
which every pious Israelite hoped for would first be 
realised in Him, in order to render possible the accom- 
plishment of His beautiful Messianic vision. The history 
of Jesus, moreover, was the history of the Messiah ; and 
the history of the Messiah, according to Jewish ideas, had 
long since been recorded in anticipation, in the prophetic 
writings of the Old Testament. Thus arose the convic- 
tion that the events which were characteristic of the 
career of the Messiah were to be characteristic of the 
career of Jesus. Faith, inflamed by ardent expectation, 
evoked the Crucified from the grave. Those who are 
prepared to' see wonders usually see them, and in the 
tumult of religious emotion, and the excitement of an 
intoxicating hope, it would have been a strange circum- 
stance, if when even the bodies of the saints arose and 
appeared unto many, the form of the beloved Master had 
not been visible to the mental eye of a weeping Mag- 
dalene or a yearning St John. The testimony of St Paul 
to the reality of the Eesurrection is regarded as of equal 
validity with that of the Twelve. Yet the circumstances 
of this late appearance of Jesus to the Gentile apostle 
were very diflferent from those of the early appearances 
to the women, St Peter, St Thomas, and St John. Nor 
is it easy to discriminate the phsenomena of St Paul's 
vision from the phsenomena of the visions of religious 
enthusiasts, which are admitted to originate in cerebral 
changes, and not to be excited by external objects. 
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With the surrender of this cardinal miracle, my faith 
in supernatural agency passed away. On close examina- 
tion, it proved that neither the miracles of the Old nor of 
the New Testament had the same generic type, nor were 
they supported by a similar exhibition of so-called evid- 
ence. The mark of dignity, congruency, beautiful adapta- 
tion, or benevolent purpose, was absent from a multitude 
of what might rather be entitled Church prodigies than 
miraculous interventions. The revival of the dead man 
by the contact of his bones with the body of Elisha has 
quite the character of a mediaeval miracle. The miracles 
of the floating axe, of the clothes that, after forty years' 
wear, were still new, of the destruction of the herd of 
swine, of the withering of the fig-tree, of the conversion 
of water into wine, of the capture of the fish with the 
tribute-money in his mouth, and of the extraordinary 
cures effected by the application of apostolic handkerchiefs 
or aprons, are rather magical operations than manifesta- 
tions of divine power. Historical criticism has detected 
an abundance of such legendary miracles, has taught us 
how they grow up in the night or twilight of the intellect, 
how they pass into common belief, and how they fade 
before the breath and light of the morning of the mind. 
The Protestantism which restricts miraculous power to 
the apostolic age, and regards the mediaeval Church as 
the mother of abominations, would find it difficult to 
explain why it accepts some of our biblical miracles and 
yet rejects miracles in the Catholic Church which are 
supported by incomparably better evidence. The old 
argument, which Hume opposed to the hypothesis of 
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miraculous interposition, again acquired its appropriate 
ascendency over xaj mind. 

The principle laid down by that philosopher, that no- 
thing is credible which is contradictory to experience, or 
at variance with the laws of nature, is a principle which 
cannot reasonably be impugned. Of universal truth we 
have no more conclusive evidence than that which is 
afforded by complete scientific induction ; and any alleged 
fact, conflicting with a complete induction, may safely be 
pronounced antecedently incredible, practically impos- 
sible. To contend that a simple movement on earth, 
and an extraordinary ascent into celestial space, are 
alike antecedently incredible, is an ingenious attempt to 
embarrass an opponent. But there is no real force in 
the objection ; and if there' were, the argument would 
have a suicidal energy. It would annihilate revelation as 
well as unbelief; it would be fatal alike to secularism, 
to science, to philosophy. Nature's uniformity is, to use 
the emphatic expression of Mr Alexander Bain, the 
ultimate major premise of all induction. On the great 
postulate of Experience repose all systematic action, 
all science, all art, all the conduct of life, all the purpose 
of the present, all the enjoyment of the future. The 
argument, too, which would render knowledge impossible, 
by depriving us of its preliminary condition, can render 
little service to the orthodox logician, for the antecedent 
incredibility of the natural step on earth would not make 
the supernatural ascent into heaven credible. The objec- 
tion that, if experience gives us sufficient knowledge of the 
past and present, it gives us no knowledge whatever of 
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the future, was answered long ago by Priestley. This 
answer, that though we have had no experience of what 
is future, we haye had abundant experience of what was 
future, is considered by Mr Mill satisfactory. The super- 
natural is disowned by science, unsupported by philo- 
sophy, repudiated by the exigencies of practical life. 

While my belief in the supernatural element of 
Christianity had thus been completely undermined, I 
had succeeded in evolving a belief in a natural Chris- 
tianity, which allowed me, though not without a painful 
internal conflict, to retain the position which I occupied 
as a curate of the Church of England. I could still be- 
lieve in a Triune Grod as a speculative conception ; in the 
religion of Jesus as a providential dispensation ; in Jesus 
himself as the redeemer, through the majestic manifes- 
tation of spiritual excellence which shone out of his life 
and character, in the grandeur and originality of his 
mission as a teacher or prophet, and in his more than 
earthly exaltation as the pre-eminent Son of one common 
Father, the consummate flower and glory of the human 
race, still living in the celestial circles of eternity, with 
an immortality in which we his younger brothers should 
one day partake. The time, however, at length ap- 
proached when even this residuary faith was to yield 
before the assaults of continued inquiry. In my solitude 
I had become a diligent student. Kant, Fichte, Hegel, 
Spinoza, Mill, Grote, and Comte often drew me away 
from my poets, Shakespeare, Goethe, Wordsworth, 
Byron, Shelley, and others. 

Comte, in particular, had at one time an almost 

c 
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tyrannous influence over my mind. Believing, with 
Mazzini, in the great and beautiful banner of democracy, 
in the progress of all through all under the leading of the 
best and wisest, I cannot accept the political reconstruc- 
tion of Comte, which rests on the autocratic principle, nor 
can I be satisfied with the chivalrous type of feminine 
influence and power which the founder of Positivism 
proposes for our acceptance. But always a reader of 
history, and penetrated with the sense of historical con- 
tinuity, I welcomed with eager delight Comte's magni- 
ficent survey of the present and past life of humanity, 
interspersed as it was with occasional glimpses of future 
possibilities.* His law of the three successive stages^ 
of speculation was as a revelation to me, illuminating 
what had before been palpable darkness. His classifica- 
tion of the sciences, appealing to a sentiment of unity, 
and satisfying a great intellectual want, by affording a 
basis for the superstructure of a new philosophy, which 
should reinterpret man and the world, appeared no less 
admirable as a supreme effort of philosophic genius; 
while the general opulence of his conception, his exalta- 
tion of art, and his sympathy with the suffering, the poor, 
and the oppressed, attracted me with an irresistible fas- 
cination towards himself and his writings. 

For the religious ideal of the Positive philosophy I 
had long been prepared. I had found it in Shelley, in 
Lamennais, in Mazzini, with more or less vividness of 
recognition. But Comte gave scientific precision and 

* See an article on the '* Religion of Positiyism," the first part of 
which was contributed by me, in the WestminOer lUview for 1858. 
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ampler development to a conception which had pre- 
viously been little more than an indefinite outline. The 
idea of Humanity, under his teaching, assumed a sub- 
limity and a moral power which it had not hitherto 
possessed. It gave a sanction to the worship of sorrow 
and humble endeavour; it offered a communion with 
the loftiest minds of the race, irrespective of creed or 
country ; it gave incitement to the exertions of a noble 
and disinterested ambition, solace and support in the 
ideal sympathy of the wise and good of all times. It 
supplied an object to action, a rule of conduct, an in- 
tellectual rallying-point ; it multiplied and intensified 
emotion by carrying us back into the pasfc, tran- 
sporting us into the future, uniting us with the pre- 
sent; thus awakening the sentiment of an ideal yet 
real Omnipresence, and harmonising with that " Feeling 
Infinite," which is an indestructible element of our 
nature. 

While I had thus been working my way through 
darkness into light — the sober light of sad reality — life 
had been bringing to all who belonged to me, as well as 
to myself, varied experiences of pain and sorrow. For 
their sake I had already done violence to my better 
nature. Was I now to render the previous sacrifice 
nugatory? Was the black shadow of my unbelief to 
enfold those who had already more than their share 
of the burden of life to sustain % Sympathising friends 
had early encouraged me to retain my position in the 
Church. A beneficed clergyman advanced in years, 
whose studies had ended, like my own, in the abandon- 
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ment of dogmatic Christianity, had drawn up a state- 
ment of the motives which, as he argaed, justified him 
in the retention of his preferment. This statement was 
forwarded to me. A celebrated and venerable German 
professor had sent me a message deprecating the aban- 
donment of a post which, he thought, I might continue 
to occupy without dishonour to myself and with profit 
to others. I had hitherto deferred to the judgment of 
persons whom I regarded as superior to myself in know- 
ledge of life and in ability to determine questions of 
moral obligation; but the progress of unbelief and 
enlarged experience decided me, at last, on the adop- 
tion of an independent course of thought and action. 
Taking counsel of my own heart, I resolved to terminate 
a conflict which had become intolerable. Painful and 
singular complications preceded, accompanied, and fol- 
lowed my retirement from the English Church. To 
one of these only shall I make any reference. On the 
death of a near and beloved relative, now many years 
ago, I was called on to act as executor to her last will 
and testament. In that instrument I was nominated 
guardian of her two orphan children. Exception, how- 
ever, was taken to my religious opinions; and to jwevent 
the testamentary nomination &om being confirmed by 
the Court of Chancery, a postscript from a private letter, 
in which I had indicated my dissent from the creeds of 
the Churches, was introduced in an affidavit filed in that 
court. The same legal disability, under similar circum- 
stances, would have equally affected the late Mr George 
Grote or Mr John Stuart MilL I need not say what 
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anxiety, mortification, and rebuke this procedure en- 
tailed on me. 

To return. The hour had come, at length, in which 
I had to encounter the cares and troubles inseparable 
from an open disavowal of the popular creed, the sorrow 
of causing sorrow to others, the laceration of tenderesb 
feeling, the forfeiture of sympathy, social alienation, loss 
of position and employment, self-dissatisfaction and 
self-reproach in the present, the dark expectation of a 
future from which I had little to hope, the regret that 
accompanies the violent rupture with a past which, if 
it repels the intellect by the force of logical antipathy, 
attracts the heart by a thousand sweet and i^ubtle 
associations of thought and feeling. 

Nearly twenty years have elapsed since this breach of 
old ties, this separation from the scenes and friends of 
earlier life, took place. During this interval, I have 
carefully and frequently re-examined the religious' ques- 
tion — the most momentous of all questions. The result 
has been a decided confirmation of the convictions which 
I then entertained. Within this period, too, scepticism 
has been vigorously advancing in the nation — I might 
say, in Europe. And not only has it extended its 
sphere, but it includes within thet sphere some of the 
loftiest and profoundest intellects of the age — men 
renowned for vast and exact erudition, for scientific 
research or critical acumen. Philosophers, poets, his- 
torians, novelists, openly or silently disavow Christi- 
anity. In palaces, in lordly mansions, in college halls, 
in secluded homesteads, and here and there in rectory 
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or vicarage, scepticism, if it has not a bold and fearless 
utterance, at least expresses itself in a guarded whisper. 
It becomes doubly a duty then, when, notwithstanding 
the general diffusion of avowed or latent unbelief, we 
trace everywhere the presence of a conservativism that 
conceals and hesitates and trembles at the doubts which 
it cannot suppress, that individual dissentients should 
candidly disclose their theological divergences. Chris- 
tianity, indeed, which has had its triumphs in the past, 
will long conserve a portion of its power, and continue 
to furnish guidance not only for the unreasoning multi- 
tude, but for thousands of excellent men and women 
who cannot abandon the old religious ideal But there 
is no final arrest for the intellectual progress of mankind. 
Christian monotheism is no more eternal than Greek 
or Eoman polytheism. Creeds change and pass away. 
Old institutions must perish or be modified; new 
institutions arise. It is impossible to disguise the fact 
that the world is on the eve of a terrible anarchy or of 
a beneficent renovation. I indulge the hope that the 
new life may grow up without serious disturbance of the 
old; but reactionary statesmanship, passionate ignorance, 
premature effort, may introduce elements of disorder and 
obstruction, retarding the social renovation and obscur- 
ing the visions of a happier future, in which poets and 
philosophers have alike indulged. 
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OUR AGE. 

Friends I ye overpraise the times of old, 
And ye languish o'er a dead ideal ; 

If we cannot boast an age of gold, 
Men and women yet, thank God, are real ! 

Blnighthood, noble action, simple faith, 
Regal Church and soldier King delight you; 

But a royal life and knightly death. 
Even in this age of prose, invite you. 

Think not that old pieties are fled, — 
Think not faith and love can ever perish ; 

Do not mourn that the old forms are dead. 
But the enduring spirit seek and cherish. 

Trust the soul that dwells in every soul. 
Into one brave friendship let men enter ; 

All the stars and planets, as they roll, 
Find in one great sun their common centre. 
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Gather up the coloured rays ere night, 

Save them ere they fade from earth unheeded ; 

Mould them into pure creative light : 
Never, never was that light more needed. 

Wander through the many winding ways 

Of sweet thought, dissolved to feeling sweeter ; 

Flash the truth from swift and fiery lays, 
Smooth rude passion into flowing metre. 

Wise and noble action is for man. 

Healthy work for all, that none may sorrow ; 
He alone reveres the world's large plan. 

Who with cheerful brow salutes the morrow. 

We are children of the ages past, 

Trust me, friends, a right good time is ours : 
Here is work that brings glad rest at last ; 

Here are hopes that bear immortal flowers. 

Crown and crosier, sword and lyre, are gone. 
But a summer dawns when spring is failing ; 

And majestic days are marching on. 
To reproach us for our weak bewailing. 

Truer Church shall be than in old times. 
Lordlier governance shall bless the nations. 

Sweeter lips shall murmur sweeter rhymes, 
Life shall give us holier revelations. 
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Courage ! ye that praise the days of old ; 

Ye that languish o*er a dead ideal; 
If we cannot boast an age of gold, 

Men and women yet, thank God, are real ! 
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Balder, th6 white Sungod, has departed ! 
Beautiful as summer dawn was he, 
Loved of gods and men, the royal-hearted ! 
Balder, the white Sungod, has departed, 
Has gone home where all the brave ones be.* ^ 

For the tears of the imperial Mother, 
For a universe that weeps and prays, 
Eides Hermoder forth to seek his brother, 
Rides for love of that distressful mother. 
Through lead-coloured glens and cross-blue ways. 

With the howling wind and raving torrent, 
Nine days rode he, deep and deeper down. 
Won the waste death-kingdom, wild and horrent, 
Won the lonely bridge that spans the torrent 
Of the Moaning-river by Hell-town. 

♦ See Note I. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



RE VERBERA TIONS. 45 

There an ancient Portress watches ever, 
Sleepless torturer of the brain of men, 
Merciless and skilled in arts that sever 
Soul from soul and mind from mind for ever, 
That they never, never meet again. 

Cried Hermoder ? " Came my Balder hither 1 
Balder whom both gods and men hold dear 1 " 
But the Portress, who delights to wither 
Hope's white blossoms, answered, " Hither, hither. 
Balder came, but Balder is not here, 

" Balder is not here ; in blind abysses 
Downward, northward, in the realm of Death, 
Balder dwells, where whitening roars and hisses. 
Leaping down the invisible abysses. 
Hell's mad stream with pants of furious breath. 

" Ride thou on, a journey wild and dreary. 

If in quest of Balder thou wilt ride ; 

Through the heavy gloom, where, worn and weary. 

Faints the traveller in his journey dreary, 

Where all ghostly sounds and sights abide." 

Onward rode the youth in silent wonder, — 
Mane of Gold ! what steed is like to thee? 
On through fire-trenched vales, hills scarred with 

thunder. 
Onward rode the youth in silent wonder. 
Brave and good must young Hermoder be. 
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Look I o'erleaping Mela's cloudy portal, 
In the dim dead world he stands below ; 
There he sees the beautiful Immortal, 
Sees his Balder, under Hela's portal. 
Sees him and forgets his pain and woe. 

" my Balder ! have I, have I found thee — 
Balder, beautiful as summer-mom ? 
my Sungod ! hearts of heroes crowned thee 
For their King : they lost, but now have found thee ; 
Gods and men shall not be left forlorn. 

" Balder ! brother ! the Divine has vanished, 
The eternal splendours all have fled. 
Truth and Love and Nobleness are banished. 
The Heroic and Divine have vanished. 
Nature has no God, and Earth lies dead. 

" Come thou back, my Balder, king and brother ! 
Teach the hearts of men to love the Gods. 
Come thou back, and comfort our great mother. 
Come with truth and bravery. Balder, brother. 
Bring the Godlike back to men's abodes." 

But the Nomas let him pray unheeded ; 
Balder never was to come again. 
Vainly, vainly, young Hermoder pleaded ; 
Balder never was to come. Unheeded, 
Young Hermoder wept and prayed in vain. 
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Oh, the wondrous truth of this old story ! 
Even now it is as it was then : 
Earth hath lost a portion of her glory, 
And, like Balder in the ancient story, 
Never comes the Beautiful again. 

Still the young Hermoder journeys bravely, 
Through lead-coloured glens and cross-blue ways ; 
Still he calls his brother, pleading gravely, 
Still to the death-kingdom ventures bravely, 
Calmly to the eternal Terror prays. 

But the Fates relent not ; strong Endeavour, ' 

Courage, noble Feeling, are in vain. 

For the Beautiful has gone for ever. 

Vain are Courage, Genius, strong Endeavour ; 

Never comes the Beautiful again. 

Do you think I counsel weak despairing ? 
No ! like young Hermoder I would ride. 
With an humble, yet a gallant daring, 
I would leap unquailing, undespairiug. 
Over the huge precipice's side. 

Dead and gone is the old world's Ideal, 
The old arts and old religions fled ; 
But I gladly live amid the Beal, 
And I seek a worthier Ideal. 
Courage, brothers^ Heaven is overhead ! 
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EOYAL Olaf sails along the shore, 
Bravely sails the soldier of the Cross ; 
Canvas flutters, twinkles oar on oar, 
Havens rise, then sink beneath the shore. 
White and purple waves round Olaf tosg. 

Sharp and clear the coast of Norland lies. 
Dear to royal Olaf is the land ; 
Its tall cliffs bear up the solid skies. 
Far and near the great pine forest lies. 
Fast and firm the hills on Norland stand. 

Here of late the Giants of the Snow, 
Of the killing Frost, and wandering Fire, 
Filled the hearts of all good men with woe, 
Whirling wreaths of flame and drifts of snow, 
But Thor came and drove them out in ire. 

Noble Thor, the brave and earnest God, 
Drove the wicked giants all away. 
Softly in his summer heat he trod, 
Clothed with thunder, brave and earnest God ! 
Awe with Grace and Goodness dwells for aye. 
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All true hearts were glad when Thor appeared, 
Glad when all the wicked FroiSt-kings fled ; 
In the winter were they b9rn and reared, 
In the night these shapeless things appeared. 
With no heart, and only half a head. 

How they fled when noble Thor drew nigh. 
Followed by his band of peasants true ! 
How they fell down underneath the sky ! 
How when Thor with thunder-mace drew nigh. 
Fled the Frost-king with his phantom crew ! 

False were they, and falsehood cannot live, 
In the searching sunlight it must die ; 
Noble names no nobleness can give. 
If within no nobleness there live ; 
Can the 'Godlike blossom from a lie? 

All the ice-thrones melted — all the kings 
Vanished that strong summer heat before. 
And again the life-tree freshlier springs, 
And again stand forth the true old kings, 
Eound the God of light and thunder, Thor. 

With a hammer-bolt for sceptre, he 
Eules and guides the loyal hearts of men, 
•Works, nor recks how rude his work may be, 
Peasant's king yet peasant's friend is he ; 
Clear and peaceful are each hill and glen. 

D 
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This in old time did the noble Thor, 

But the holy to the holier yields ; 

Eoyal Olaf sails along the shore, 

But the soul of Christ, and not of Thor, 

Bests on Norland's groves and Norland's fields. 

Olaf knew that last year's leaves were dead, 
Olaf thought of living leaves alone, 
Loved the new God in the old God's stead. 
For the faith of Thor was nearly dead, 
And he gave away his crown and throne. 

Boyal Olaf, doing kingly deeds, 
Sails along the shore with Christian knights ; 
Swift from port to port the vessel speeds. 
Bears Bang Olaf doing kingly deeds. 
Wrongs redressing, and adjusting rights. 

• 

Who is he that stands upon the deck. 

With the still deep eyes and aspect grave, 

With strong arms, proud head, and stately neck. 

Stands with ruddy beard upon the deck, 

Calm as summer splendour, and as brave 1 

Boyal Olaf s courtiers round him stand. 
And sharp questions try the stranger's wit : 
What the stream that flows round every land ? 
What all feel but none can understand % 
What the first, last wordthat Odin writ ? 
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To their questions thus he answer made : 
'^ Ever present is the stream of Time- 
Felt, not understood, half light, half shade, 
Half unveiled, half veiled, the World is made — 
Valour still is Odin's word sublime." 

Then surprise was wakened in their heart, 
And they led the stranger to the king. < 

Long they spake of power that dwells apart. 
Of the Gods and of the human heart, 
And the good that dwells in everything. 

Of the inward peace and outward strife, 

Of the eternal music nature plays, 

Of the wonder brooding over life. 

Of the grace that flowers from peace and strife. 

Of deep purple nights and broad blue days. 

Spake of bravery which the Gods hold dear, 
Spake of love and freedom, truth and law. 
Spake of song that charms both soul and ear. 
Spake of toil, to noble spirits dear. 
Spake of holy beauty, heavenly awe. 

Boyal Olaf sails along the shore, 
Praises much the granite rocks that rise, 
Crowned with leaves and blossoms, steep and hoar. 
Strong and beautiful along the shore, 
Looking up into the true old skies. 
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" Yes ! King Olaf," so the stranger said, 
" It is beautiful to heart and eye, 
With the royal sunlight on it shed, 
With the great blue summer overhead, 
Looking up into the true old sky. 

" Fruitful, green, a right fair home for you ; 
But full many a day of travail sore. 
Many a battle with the giant crew, 
Making it a right fair home for you. 
Green and fruitful, had the loving Thor. 

** You seem minded to put Thor away ! 
Is it fair. King Olaf, is it fair 1 
All the heat and burthen of the day 
Fell on him whom now you put away ! 
Have a care. King Olaf, have a care." 

Here the stranger, drawing down his brows. 
Looked at him : all turned their heads aside. 
Blushed like men that feel their broken vows. 
Trembled underneath those dreadful brows^ 
Quite forgetting all their knightly pride. 

When they looked again, they saw him not. 
Here they searched and there they searched in vain. 
Called aloud, and sought in every spot ; 
Searched throughout the ship, but saw him not, — 
He was never, never seen again. 
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Thus the Godlike evermore decays, 
Thus the ancient Gods must leave the earth ; 
None now treads the old and sacred ways, 
Old leaves fall and the old fruit decays. 
Fades for ever the primeval worth. 

Grieve we not for this, but rather find 
A new splendour in the actual time. 
Ever present is the Eternal Mind, 
Ever shall the faithful seeker find, 
Ever listen to the starry chime ! 

'Tis not Man, 'tis but the Gods are dead ; 
'Tis not Art, 'tis but the Arts that die ; 
Ankle-deep in flowers the poets tread, 
Neither faith nor loyalty is dead, 
Still the ancient sun is in the sky. 

Even the good Thor is with us still, 
With his summer heat and hammer-bolt. 
With fresh flowerage clothing vale and hill ; 
Quiet, loving Thor is with us still, 
In the forest, and on heath and holt. 

Valour still is Odin's symbol-word, 
And among the awakening nations Thor 
Speaks of love and freedom long deferred ; 
Breathes of song, breathes Odin's symbol- word, 
While King Olaf sails along the shore. 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



54 REVERBERATIONS. 

Travelling in the giants' country, still 
He subdues the Frost-kings, one by one, 
Oversets their thrones with right good will, 
Bids the phantom lords of earth lie still, 
Melts the winter's snow with summer's sun. 

Thor, the peasant God, with strenuous hand, 
And with noble heart, is in the world. 
How have men obeyed his high command ! 
How has Thor, with his imperial hand. 
The old standard of the Gods unfurled ! 

Thought shall yet make labour glad and fair. 
Labour yet make thought august and strong ; 
Love's sweet light shall smooth our troubled air, 
And the deeds of men be wise and fair. 
And great feelings blossom into song. 

Out of death shall faith be bom again, 
From the dead a living world shall rise ; 
Winter fades before the vernal rain, 
Clothed in roses Summer comes again : 
Over all are the eternal skies. 
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On this day Alcestis is to die, 
Bid a long farewell to earth and sun :— 
Nobler deed beneath a Grecian sky, 
Ev^n for love's dear sake, was never done 1 

For the story tells how once King Death 
Came from the dim shadowy land below, 
When the dreaming World half held her breath, 
Ere the.Sungod raised his glittering bow. 

Ay ! when light and darkness were at strife, 
Death before the lord Admetus stood. 
" I am come," he cried, " to have thy life ; 
Die, or give another life as good." 

Vain was prayer to friend or kinsman dear ; 
Father, mother, wept but turned away 1 
Then Alcestis rose with noble cheer. 
Whispering, *^ I will gladly die to-day." 
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So the pact was struck. Admetus wandered, 

A forlorn and miserable man, 

Through his lordly realms, where brooks meandered, 

And where rivulets to rivers ran. 

Hideous were the groves and spacious streams, 
Hideous the pale moonshine on the wall, 
Worthless all his hopes and all his dreams ; 
And that life of his — most vile of all. 

Furies, all the long and lonely night, 
Smote him under heaven's upbraiding dome, 
And with the first throbs of morning light. 
In his guilt and weakness he went home. 

Soon Alcestis, clad in white attire, 
Like a waning moon in silver cloud. 
With a queenlier presence, stature. higher, 
Stept forth, in her pride not overproud. 

And a bowshot from the palace door. 
Set her throne towards the rising sun, 
Knowing she should never see him more, 
Knowing life must set ere day were done. 

Then she crowned her with a wreath of flowers, 
Ere she crowned her with that noble deed, — 
That to perish with succeeding hours. 
This to live, while hours to hours succeed. 
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Said Alcestis, *' Golden king of day, 
Gladdener, thou, of Gods and men divine ! 
For the last time do I see thy ray, 
For the last time do I feel thee shine. 

" Many a blessing have I won from thee — 
Sight of vernal buds and summer bloom, 
Sight of Delphi's rock, Dodona's tree, 
Sense of ample splendour, gorgeous gloom ; 

" Sight of temples wherein men adore. 
Dream till they grow Godlike as they dream, 
Till they do great deeds, unknown before, 
And behold the Gods and feel like them. 

" Sight of my dear children, flushing face, 
White round limb, red lip, and full large eye, 
Of their pretty play and simple grace, 
And the sight of him for whom I die." 

Here the noble lady made an end. 
Then Admetus, gazing on the ground. 
Stood by her, and said, " peerless friend ! 
Thee alone have I still faithful found. 

" Thou alone hast saved me, thou alone 

Didst not fear, didst not avert thine eye " 

" Fear ! " she interrupted, with quick tone ; 
*' Should a Grecian woman fear to die 1 
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" Nay ! I do not ask thy thanks or praise ; 
Freely, willingly, I yield my breath ; 
For we need not live ambrosial days, 
But we ought to die a noble death. 

** Thus alone we emulate the Gods, 
Thus alone grow beautiful and strong, 
Meet to enter the serene abodes. 
Worthy to be loved and named in song. 

" Do not weep to lay me in the grave, 
But be thankful for thy ransomed life. 
Be thou wise and earnest, good and brave, 
Soldier-hearted, though there be no strife. 

" Love our children, nourish their young soul 
With the sunbeams and the sweet, warm breeze ; 
Let them hear the mighty waters roll, 
Hear the hollow plunging of the seas. 

" beloved children ! this must be ; 

With your open looks, and fresh, white arms, 

-ffithra, Laon, do ye plead with me, 

But in vain are all your prayers and charms. 

" Do not weep when I am dead and gone. 
You will need no mother's tender care ; 
Father, mother, both shall live in one. 
And our love shall grow more deep and nure. 
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" But the stream of life is ebbing fast, 
And the outward world is waxing dim, 
And a shadow o'er my eyes is cast, 
O'er the earth, and round the sky's blue rim. 

" Welcome, Death ! but O maternal Earth I 
soft meadows, where the violets grow 1 
dear country, where I had my birth ! 
Must I leave you ? Must I, must I go ? 

" Yes, I leave thee, mother Earth ! I leave 
All thy scented fields and singing brooks, 
All the glancing lights of summer eve. 
All the summer morning's calmer looks. 

" Mother Earth, farewell ! and sacred sky, 
Dropping over all thy purple folds ; 
And farewell, Sun ! whose central eye 
All the ages and the acts beholds. 

" Blessed be the Gods that gave me life. 
Blessed be the Gods that ask it back, 
Crow^g their young athlete in the strife, 
Scattering flowers upon their herald's track. 

" But the world is fading, clasp my hand. 
Kiss me, husband, children, for I go 
To the still and lovely shadow-land. 
Where the Elysian spirits love and know. 
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" Admetus ! if I have been true, 
Think of me in the glad after-time, 
Tell my little daughter what to do 
If fate call her to a death sublime. 

" Yet, beloved, do not think of me, 
If thou grieve to think how it befell, — 
Hush, I hear His voice. He summons me : 
Husband ! children ! take my last farewell ! '' 

Thus the gentle wife, Alcestis, died, 
And Admetus and his children wept ; 
She, while they were grieving at her side, 
With her gariand and her glory slept 
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ADMETUS. 



When the world was young, a sacred awe 
Touched with grace the dreaming heart of man ; 
Star, flower, ocean, all he heard and saw, 
Told of life that ere our life began.* 

Man, Narcissus-like, beheld his form 
Mirrored now in ocean, now in sky ; 
Lent his own strong will to fire and storm ; 
Called, and heard a fairer Self reply. 

Shadows sleeping, wandering on the hill. 
Clouds before the chasing breeze that ran, 
Eill, and wind that warbled to the rill. 
Sun and star to man reflected man. 

Then immortals among mortals strayed, 
God and goddess made their home on earth, 
White-armed Here and the blue-eyed Maid, 
Bacchus and the Queen of smiles and mirth. 

* See Note II. 
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Phoebus too lived here^ but lived in pain, 
'Mid the shadow of a mystic woe ; 
Not a splendour might the God retain, 
Neither golden sword nor silver bow. 

All his limbs were disarrayed of might. 
Like a common man he moved along ; 
But his harp still charmed him day and night- 
Godlike so\ils are ever charmed with song. 

Then to King Admetus came the God, 
Begged the pieties of house and hearth ; 
Craved a shelter though in mean abode, 
And implored him by his noble birth. 

King Admetus listened to his prayer. 
And he made him lord of all his sheep ; 
In soft glades and meadows was his care. 
On the knolls and in the valleys deep. 

Now strange music yearns amid the rocks. 
Song divine athwart the uplands swells ; 
Thus Apollo charms the wandering flocks. 
Thus in lowly form the Godhead dwells. 

Sweetly sang the poet of the skies, 
Sweetly harped the harper of the sun, 
But the god was veiled from human eyes. 
Light and voice alike were felt by none. 
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Yet the leopard and the fair lucem, 
Fawn and lynx would listen to his lays ! 
And their large, bright eyes would softlier bum ; 
So wild nature its true king obeys. 

Now the radiant God, enthroned in heaven, 
Smiles once more in calm, Olympian bliss, 
And that deed of guilt is all forgiven ; 
Ah 1 that the great Gods should do amiss. 

Hark 1 while round their lord the Muses sing. 
Breaks a low, sad wail upon his ears ; 
Still his thoughts are with the sorrowing King, — 
Gods are touched at sight of human tears. 

Long Apollo mused, at length he prayed 
Death to give him back that queenly wife ; 
But the King of Shadows answer made, 
** I have won, and I will keep her life." 

Then a hero lived and toiled for men. 
With the graceful sanctified the strong, 
Called the fruitful field from dragon's den. 
And with sword prepared the world for song 

Through Thessalian dells as once he sped, 
Him, the prophet-god, at fall of day. 
Onward, to the lawny uplands led, 
Where the kingly moumer'« palace lay. 
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** Will you take a helpless stranger in, 
Travel- worn, and faint for lack of food, 
Staying for awhile that mournful din, 
Silencing that wailing multitude % " 

Said the hero. And the slave replied, 
" Be thou welcome both to house and board. 
Though a lady dear to him hath died, 
Dear are gentle uses to my lord." 

Now within the banquet-room he sate, 
Vexed in heart and worn in every limb, 
But the viands cheered him as he ate, 
And the grape's red blood was shed for him. 

When his wonted spirit had returned, 
Said the feaster to the patient slave, 
" Tell me who it is that ye have mourned. 
Who it is ye carry to the grave." 

" Courteous is my lord," the slave replied ; 
*' And with no sad tale would weary thee." 
" Name the dead," the heroic stranger cried ; 
" Name the dead, and leave the rest to me." 

" Nay, if I must tell thee, be it so ; 
We have lost a lady, he a wife. 
And to colour and inflame his woe. 
She for him laid down her noble life. 
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" For Eling Death to King Admetus came. 
And had borne him dead among the dead, 
But the prayer of love half changed the claim — 
The wife perished in the husband's stead." 

" Whither then went Death 1 " he cried aloud. 
" Westward, lord," replied the marvelling slave. 
" How attired was he 1 " — " In thick black shroud." 
" How far gone ? " — " No farther than the grave." 

" Take my thanks to that good lord of thine, 
Tell him to forget his grief and cares ; 
He who gives the wandering stranger wine. 
Entertains the Gods though unawares." 

Thus the hero spake, and star-like went 
Forth into the darkness and the night j 
For he had conceived a great intent. 
Death to challenge and overthrow in fight 

Westward, westward, on and on he strode. 
Downward, downward to the House of Death, 
Where the darkness lies, a weary load, 
And the traveller pants with short, thick breath. 

Her© he seized King Death with iron grip, 
Graspt him till his clenched hands grew white, 
Here they stood and wrestled hip to hip, 
Breast met breast like waves across the night. 
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So they straggled — ^hour succeeded hour, 

Stars had climbed the heaven, and stars withdrawn, 

Light was shed on temple and on tower, 

And the halls of PhersB felt the dawn. 

Now the birds were singing in the day. 
Now the East was crossed with bars of gold, 
Voice and step rang clear along the way, 
And the early wind blew fresh and cold. 

When the sun, in robes of golden fire. 
Had arrayed each old Thessalian hill. 
King Admetus, yearning with desire. 
Would go forth his beating heart to stilL 

Swift along the palace court he trod. 
When a voice fell pulsing on his ear. 
Soon Admetus turned, and knew the Grod, 
In his quiet beauty standing near. 

Calm his presence as the summer dawn, 
Tranquil power was in each look and limb ; 
Half the Godhead was from sight withdrawn. 
And the manhood half smiled out on him. 

Said the God, " Thy steps, King ! retrace, 
Friends await thee in thy echoing halls. ' 
Thou art gazing on no mortal face ; 
When a God appears, fedr Hap be£Edl& 
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*^ In my houseless days thou gay'st me rest, 
Eandness, courtesy, I had from thee ; 
Once I was thy servant and thy guest, 
Now behold a God, a friend in me," 

Thus he spake who ever speaks the truth, 
Thus the pilot-star the wanderer leads j 
Still is valour heralded by youth, 
Still Apollo Hercules precedes. 

For the GoS had vanished, and the King, 
Wandering past the unfolded palace-gates. 
As a man that knows some fair dread thing. 
Fair though dread, his coming step awaits. 

On he passed as though a ghost were by. 
Hoping, fearing, till the hall he won ; 
Lo ! a lord and lady standing nigh, 
Silent in the presence of the sun. 

Central in the hall the strangers stood, 
He was strong;, but travel-worn and pale, 
She, retired in her sweet womanhood. 
Hid her face behind a snow-white veil. 

'^ Welcome, welcome from Admetus take, 
Gentle service ye shall have from me ; 
Ye are friends for great Apollo's sake : 
Hail, lord ! and lady, hail to thee I " 
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" I, a grateful guest," the man replied, 

" Through rude ways, through many a mountain rift. 

Safely lead to thee a lovely bride ; 

Worthy of the giver is the gift." 

** Stranger, bring me any gift but this j 
I have lately lost a gentle wife ; 
Surely, surely, I should act amiss. 
If I ever joyed again in life." 

" Grentle act a fit return demands ; 
Kindness ever kindness will beget. 
Late Admetus gave^th liberal hands, 
Hercules as amply pays the debt. 

" I have looked on Death in wondrous fray, 
Followed on no common foeman's track. 
And along a wild, untravelled way. 
Have I led a captive.lady back. 

"Noble is she as the Gods above, 
Thou hast never had a truer friend ; 
Stronger than the grave will be her love. 
Not Alcestis can her worth transcend." 

"Name her not," the impatient King exclaimed, 
" Sacred as the Gods her fame shall be ; 
Still by reverent lips shall she be named. 
And, though dead, shall be beloved by me." 
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" By the gleam of Phoebus' lifted bow, 
By the silver shafts that round us play, 
Eaise the veil, King ! and thou wilt know 
What a loss it were to disobey. 

'' Best and dearest things are often hid, 
Oft a veil will cover noble worth ; 
If we raise it, as the Immortals bid. 
Oft return the old love and truth to earth." 

Half Admetus doubts, and half agrees. 
Then with trembling hand the veil uplifts ; 
Ah ! it is no stranger that he sees, 
But the Heavens restore their ancient gift. 

Ask not what sweet pieties will spring 
From the grave to consecrate their life ; 
To his joy and passion leave the King, 
To her love the tender, loyal wife. 
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THE LADY ALVA'S WEB. 

(An Allegory^ 

The Lady Alva woke with light, 
And with the sun arose; 
Then clad her in an amice white 
As are the northern snows. 
The Lady Alva knelt and prayed 
In a still voice and small ; 
I did not hear the words she said, 
And yet I know them alL* 

The Lady Alva lived alone 

In isolated spot ; 

Her dwelling was a web of stone, 

A complicated grot. 

Here porphyry tendril, granite thread. 

Were laced and interlaced ; 

Here pebble white and pebble red 

Were intricately placed. 

♦ See Note III. 
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Here rock on rock and crag on crag 
Were twined and intertwined, 
In form of fairy, shape of hag, 
Before her and behind ; 
And in the centre of the coil, 
A web more curious far 
The lady wrought with patient toil, 
From rise to set of star. 

All day she wove, all day she wrought, 

All day the shuttle threw, 

And evermore she sang her thought. 

And swift her fingers flew. 

She sang and wove, nor any strife 

Twixt song and web could find ; 

She held that song interprets life, 

As life interprets mind. 

"The gentle Power that dwells on high. 

The Soul that dwells in all. 

That brightens in the starry sky 

Or breathes when young winds call j 

That mild and lonely Spirit weaves 

His web of suns and spheres. 

Of winds and waves, and flowers and leaves, 

Of days and months and years. 

" In peace, in war, in hate and love. 
In pleasure and in pain, 
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" The gentle Power, below, above, 

ABserts his endless reign. 

He weaves his web, and I weave mine, 

And ever as I weave. 

Through weal and woe, through shade and 

shine, 
I sing and never grieve. 

" My web dilates, my shuttle flies. 
My threads are thickly crossed ; 
The work is strong, and rich its dyes, 
No lovely hue is lost. 
So action spreads ; so noble deeds 
With noble deeds conspire ; 
So life from life to life proceeds. 
In circles ever higher. 

" On warp and woof the colours glow. 
Like hues of sunset skies. 
And intermix and interflow 
Dyes matched with kindred dyes. 
So graceful act, melodious speech. 
To noble purpose tend ; 
Wise aims unite, and each with each 
The hues of kindness blend. 

" So weave I still, so sing I still. 
So weaves and sings in me 
The lord of good, the lord of ill, 
The lord of all that be: 
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The lord of lights and colours rare, 
That gleam in Nature's loom, 
In rainbow cloud, in rosy air, 
In blade and bud and bloom. 

" He weaves and sings ; whatever may be, 

That Spirit is not sad : 

His name is Beautiful, and he 

Is neither good nor bad. 

Above all ill, above all good, 

He harmonises all ; 

He smiles on the vast brotherhood. 

He loves both great and smalL 

" He weaves his web, and still will weave. 

He works from age to age. 

In silence sweet of morn and eve, 

Or tempest's kingly rage. 

He weaves his web. But mine is wrought, 

Here ends my mystic lay ; 

One colour more completes my thought, 

One sunbeam more the day." 

So sang she there, so wove she there, 
And through the tissue led. 
With shuttle swift and finger fair. 
The consummating thread ; 
Nor maiden-white, nor loyal blue, 
Nor red, nor green there lack, 
And glides through all the solemn hue, 
The dread and fatal black. 
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She sings no more^ she weaves no more. 
Her task and song are done ; 
The shadows fall, the day is o'er, 
Down goes the glorious sun. 
The Lady Alva rose with light, 
And must with light retire ; 
There can no work be done at night, 
No workman take his hire. 

fear I wonder ! can it be 
No mystic web is there % 

1 look, but I no longer see 
The magic lady fair. 

Yet doubt I not the tale is true, 
But silent and alone 
I look within, and weave anew 
The Lady's web of stona 
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THE NOBLE LESSON. * 
L 

INDUCTION. 

PEOPLE ! listen while I preach, 

For right and duty I uphold, 

Great truths and mighty mysteries teadi, 

Taught by the wise of old. 

Oh, scorn not the poetic priest ! 
Freely he sends his thoughts abroad, 
Hoping that good may be increased, 
And evil overawed. 

The shows and images of things 
Are evermore in his control. 
The future sleeps, with folded wings, 
In his prophetic soul. 

♦ See Note IV. 
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Brothers, let freedom be your lot, 
Freedom in city and in glen ; 
Buy freedom, buy and sell it not ; 
Be free, and free — be men. 

Revere the wise, the good, the brave. 
The souls that feel, the heads that plan, 
And guard as holy ground the grave 
Of every noble man. 

Live with the angels Hope and Faith ; 
The poet's faith unlocks the skies : 
Hope through the shadowy gates of death. 
Showed Dante Paradise. 

Man's heart is learned by love alone. 
Love lights the worm beneath the sod, 
Love crowns the king upon the throne. 
Love, only love is God. 

Learn the great lesson to forbear; 
Do what ye can, not what ye would ; 
And often be content to spare 
Some evil for much good. 

Take what the gracious hours have given. 
For moon and rainbow never fret ; 
This world, believe me, is not heaven, 
Nor are we angels yet. 
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But if we patient are and wise, 
We may exalt it day by day, 
May make it worthier of the skies, 
And give it lordlier sway. 

Science and poetry and thought, 
Truth and religion may be ours, 
And joy and love shall spring unsought. 
Like birds from wayside bowers. 

Then forward, brother, win the prize ; 
But take this awful truth with thee — 
Thou must be brave, and good and wise. 
Before thou can'st be free. 



II. 



EDUCATION. 

The rose that feeds on air and dew 
Is nourished both by sun and shower, 
Yet self-unfolds its leaves anew. 
And self-creates each flower. 

So shalt thou be. This common earth 
Shall pass into thy human mind. 
And thoughts and feelings of high birth 
Thou in deep heavens shalt find. 
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Yet humbly question tliine own soul, 
Till it give oracles to thee ; 
And be not fractional, but whole, 
Brave, frank, and simple be. 

Be self-unfolded from within, 
Unveil thy leaves, unfurl thy flowers, 
Draw glory from the jsunrise, win 
Strength from the sunset bowers. 

Swim, leap, dance, wrestle, laugh, and shout, 
A merry, graceful child of health ; 
Scatter thy quips and quirks about. 
And they shall be thy wealth. 

With lady Nature live apart, 
And she shall give thee tears and kisses. 
The frolic love of her wild heart, 
Praise, blame, and grief, and blisses. 

Colour, locality, and weight. 
Language and music she shall teach. 
All simple motion, regal state. 
All song, all rhythm speech. 

Science and history, art and song. 
Shall in thy templed spirit dwell ; 
Music shall make thee swift and strong, 
And so shalt thou excel. 
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A kingly spirit shall be thine, 
A beautiful well-doing robe 
Thy pure white soul, as light divine 
Apparels the round globe. 

The Christ shall be thy fair Ideal, 
His fulness thy heroic stature ; 
The life of Jesus shall grow real, 
And be allied to Nature. 

His thought and speech and graceful deed, 
His love and his self-immolation, 
His calm, brave soul, in pain and need, 
Were meant for imitation. 

Be self-reliant, humble, firm, 
Tread earth as great king Adam trod ; 
And if a brother call thee worm, 
Tell him thou art a god. 



in. 

CITIZENSHIP. 

What Nature gives thee as a man. 
Thou as a citizen shalt keep ; 
Uphold thy mother's royal plan, 
With counseFtrue and deep. 
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What she shall teach receive from her, 
When she is mute no answer seek ; 
To equal use and wont defer, 
Until she learn to speak. 

Thou art a sovran — one that ought 
Wisely to rule the realm of Being, 
In speech, in action, and in thought. 
Far-reaching and far-seeing. 

In Law self-made thy manhood lies. 
Thine own true words shalt thou obey ; 
They shall have worship in thine eyes 
That cannot pass away. 

In rights are all men equal, all * 
In reason and in conscience peers, — • 
All kings, whom Nature's purple pall 
Clothes as the air the spheres. 

Yet reverence to hoar Wisdom pay ; 
Think more of duties than of dues ; 
Govern the better to obey ; 
Be loth the sword to use. 

link the pale present with the past. 
Live in the light of coming hours ; 
Nor tremble at the passionate blast 
That rocks the world's grey towers. 
* See Note V. 
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Across the ruins of the time, 
Behold a happier future rise, 
And gaze as with the joy sublime 
Of one that sees and dies. 

A prophet be with words of fate, 
A Phoebus with resplendent locks, 
Man's friendship for entailed estate. 
True heart for ballot-box. 

The lowly child of earth and sky. 
Love all the brothers of thy blood, 
For others live, for others die. 
Not great, but nobly good. 

The common earth, the general seas, 
Open to all the human race, 
Unchain the sunlight, loose the breeze. 
Make free all .time and space. 

So shall the human city stand. 
Self-balanced, central as the sun ; 
Each nation hath its Fatherland, 
Yet are all nations one. 
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IV. 
SOCIAL BEING. 

It is not good to Kve alone, 
A cloistered virtue wins small praise ; 
. Glad shalt thou dwell among thine own, 
And lead ambrosial days. 

Be thou a lover, tender, true. 
With a deep worship in thy heart. 
Impassioned yet ascetic too. 
Thy love a church, not mart. 

Choose thou a wife with sculptured form. 
With pictured face and speechful eyes, 
With thoughts like calm ere break of storm. 
Feelings like sunset skies. 

A daily beauty in her life 
Shall sanctify thy dwelling lowly, 
All needs and cares by thy sweet wife 
Shall be transfigured wholly. 

Hold thou thy fathership divine, 
Treat thou thy children like young gods, 
Incarnate of the eternal prime. 
To dwell in man's abodes. 
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Grand recollections, insights blest, 
Fine apprehensions, shadowy feelings, 
Above them like the heavens shall rest, 
With eloquent revealings. 

Choose thou a friend, heroic, brave. 
In action and in thought like thee, 
In temper gay if thou art grave. 
If gay, he grave should be. 

Converse with him as Christ with God, 
Go up into thy mountain high ; 
Look not for the familiar nod, 
Nor always ask reply. 

Dwell with thy kin, if they will hear 
Truth's sweet low singing night and day ; 
But if they seek no starry sphere. 
Still hold thy heavenward way. 

Honour thy father more than other. 
In soul and body bid him thrive ; 
With gentle Coleridge, deem a mother 
The holiest thing alive. 

Give helping hand to needy neighbour. 
And glorify the humblest lot 
With songs in praise of sacred labour, 
And see thou idle not. 
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So shall the Social Fabric rise. 
So shalt thou bear, where'er thou be, 
The blessings of the evemng sMes 
And morning stars with thee. 



V. 

RELiaiON. 

Who would build up his manhood well 
Must lay the great foundation-stone 
In piety, for he shall dwell 
Secure in that alone. 

On Justice let thy palace-hall 
As on a diamond rock be built, 
And so thy house shall never fall 
Like homes of ancient guilt.* 

Love thou the dear maternal Earth, 
The magic /noon, the orb divine 
From which the kindred orbs had birth 
That round their father shine. 

Love the fair Powers that work for good. 
The world's glad life, the heart's great law. 
The Mystery never understood, 
The great primeval Awe. 

. * Plato. 
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Love the One Mind, the secret Will,* 
The Soul to which all souls aspire, 
The Presence felt by stream and hill. 
In cloud and sunset jSre : 

That breathes in old melodious song, 
That wakes high thought to noble deed, 
That still discrowns the ancient Wrong, 
Crowns Eight where patriots bleed ; 

That through the storied centuries moves, 
That dwells, a mind in every mind, 
That lives, learns, praises, disapproves. 
The Soul of humankind. 

The Spirit of the Eternal Mau,t 
That links the present to the past. 
That with the world's first child began, 
To end but with its last : 

The seen, unseen Humanity, 
The mother-life of thought and act. 
Thy sacred Fair-ideal be. 
And omnipresent fact. 

Columnar hill and cloistral shade. 
Cloud, rainbow, sunset-heavens, shall be 
Cathedral, temple, colonnade , 
And house of God to thee. 
♦ Humanity, See Note IV. t See Note IV. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



86 HEVERBERATIONS. 

Yet rer^rence thou the ancient fane, 
There once man's highest lore was taught ; 
That blossomed stone, that pictured pane, 
Was once a poet's thought. 

So bind thyself with silver ties 
To men ; to man with golden bands : 
This is religion — ^thus shall rise 
The House not made with hands. 
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GENESIS* 

There was never yet beginning 
To the web that we behold ; 
Ever weaving, ever spinning, 
Nature wrought it fold on fold ; 
Her mysterious shuttle throwing 
Thro' the wild and restless loom 
Of a chaos, dark or glowing 
With old lights or ancient gloom. 
Ever fairy form was mated 
With the grey old Proteus power, 
As, self-sculptured, self-created, 
Sleeps in snow the veiled snow-flower. 

Then, when Time was young and vernal, 
Worlds would bloom and worlds would fade ; 
Aweful flowers of growth eternal, 
Still they grew and still decayed. 
We may dream not of the glory 
Of that earlier golden age ; 

, * See Note V. 
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It has left no mythic story, 

Has inspired no prophet's page. 

How through thousand^ thousand changes, 

Self-compelled, great Nature flees, 

How the One through many ranges, 

This is all your poet sees. 

• Onward, then, with magic leading. 
Such as a clear insight gives, 
To a quiet spirit feeding 
On the truths that it receives ; 
Onward, to a later season, 
When that golden age has past. 
And, revealed by Sense to Beason, 
Nature dawns on us at last. 
Leave the Universe, the lonely ; 
Humbler service shall be done, 
If we sing, yet sing we only 
Of the children of the Sun. 

Turning northward, southward turning. 
To the East and to the West, 
You will see an endless burning. 
And a moving without rest. 
You shall sit upon the Centre, 
You shall have an angel's eyes. 
Till your piercing glances enter 
That great Burning in the skies. 
Room is none for doubt or cavil, 
For your vision wanders o'er 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



RE VERB ERA TIONS. 89 

What the eagle could not travel 
In a thousand years or more. 

But in vain you would aspire, 

Looking left and looking right, 

O'er that mist of silver fire 

To direct your aching sight. 

Silent is it, burning, breathing, 

Like a sea of sun-bright cloud. 

Waves in waves are wreathed and wreathing, 

A self-convoluted crowd. 

See it whirling, calm and steady ! 

See it surging to and fro ! 

As the waters gleam and eddy 

In some whirlpool chafed to snow. 

Cooler, cooler is it glowing, 
Denser here and denser there ; 
Slowly, slowly orbs are growing, 
Out of this gross fiery air. 
One, that with a sudden motion 
Left the old parental fire, 
Rolls around this radiant ocean, 
jSTearer drawn with strange desire. 
Others now, with others, sever — 
The great Mist itself is one ! 
You may see them rolling ever. 
The bright children of the Sun. 

That far planet which, but lately. 
One in Comwairs rocky dime, 
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One in Paris^ fair and stately. 

Linked in rivalry sublime, 

And the orb that, nearer shining, 

The old German sage foresaw. 

In the beautiful divining 

Of a universal law. 

Then a world of wild romances. 

With his moons and double ring. 

And a lordship that enhances 

All the wonders that I sing. 

Darkling spins that zonelike splendour, 
As it travels from the light. 
Veiling half its beauty tender. 
Through its fifteen years of Night. 
Ever, yet^ one half is glowing. 
Sunward, on its silent way. 
And a holy light is flomng 
From its fifteen years of Day. 
But still nearer and still brighter, 
Itolls the kingly orb that bears 
The old name that once made lighter 
God and goddess of their cares. 

Ah I the fairy heaven of Fable 
Fades and fades for evermore, 
Harp and voice alike unable 
Jove's Olympus to restore. 
Withered lie the Morning's roses, 
And the Muses' song is still, 
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And no cestus now encloses 
Soft white waists against their will. 
Poets' song and prophets' dreaming 
Pass, with all that man has done, 
But abides the primal gleaming 
Of the children of the Sun, 

With green waters ever plashing, 
And with rocks of ruddy stone, 
See the star of battles flashing 
As he circles near our own. 
Earth I my mother, have I won thee % 
Clasped thee in my poet-flight % 
Oh, a thousand blessings on thee, 
Parent of all true delight ! 
With thy white and purple waters, 
Granite rocks and forest trees. 
Noble sons and graceful daughters, ' 
And more lovely shapes than these. 

Once self-growing, once self-moulding, 
Each in all, and all in each. 
Tender, lifeless buds, unfolding, 
Yearned for life they scarce could reach : 
Yearned, and in the blind endeavour. 
As the million centuries ranged, 
Caught the flame of life, and ever 
Changing slowly, surely changed. 
Till the germin inorganic. 
Fed on sun-mote, cooled by dew, 
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Touched by virtue talismanic, 
To a living substance grew : 
Feeling, feeling, ever feeling, 
Till the feeling grown intense, 
From new form new force revealing, 
Dawned into a separate sense. 

So the film refined and brightened, 
And, with sudden, wondering awe. 
Out of ancient darkness lightened, 
And became an eye and saw. 
So each dainty nervelet quivered 
Into music, and the roll 
Of the song- waves as they shivered 
Eaised that music into souL 

' And amid the woods and waters 
That fair Thing which first was man, 
Ere man yet had sons and daughters, 
Swifter than the breezes ran ; 
Climbed the palm by lightnings rended, 
Snatched the golden-feathered flame, 
To his hollow cave descended. 
Heir of a Promethean name. 

Harmonies of sky and ocean. 
Far-off sounds of mighty winds. 
Impresses of rest and motion. 
Warmth that soothes and light that blinds, 
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Fancies wild of cloud and thunder, 
Dreams of twilight and the moon, 
Thoughts of joy and thoughts of wonder, 
Fed his brain by night and noon. 

Till the mind became a mirror, 
Where the world in picture dwells, 
Traced in beauty, traced in terror. 
In the brain's mysterious cells. 
And a million dim impressions, 
Secrets strange of time and place. 
Are the magical possessions 
Of our later happier race. 

Oft, when gleam of lands Elysian, 
Sense of brightness not of earth, 
Haunts us, with a strange, sweet vision, 
As of life before our birth ; 
'Tis some record, fair and fatal, 
Of those old ancestral days. 
Some experience, ante-natal. 
Of our wild forefathers' ways. 

But the silver world whose motion, 
Mother Earth ! is set to thine. 
Without air and without ocean. 
Draws me with her face divine." 
Ah ! a fairer day approaches ! 
Out of darkness, out of strife, 
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Where on Chaos Form encroaches, 
Bises a young lovely life ! 
Soars to meet the golden morning, 
Ranges where green meadows lie, 
Clothes with glad and bright adorning 
The new Eden of the sky. 

In a clearer heaven than ours. 
Wins the daughter of the sun. 
For her rainbows and her flowers, 
Bicher hues than earth hath won. 
Drenched in everlasting glory, 
Floats the latest-bom of light ; 
Strange and wild must be his story, 
Strong must be his children's sight ! 
From the sun, for ever streaming, 
A mysterious radiance flows ; 
Past the fourth red planet gleaming, 
Like a p3rramid it shows. 

Such of old the generation 

Of the sun and of the spheres ; 

Such the mystic revelation 

Given to the fading years. 

With a calm and aweful pleasure, 

Look into the lonely sky. 

Where the spheres with rhythmic measure 

Now approach the sun, now fly. 

Never voice is heard, and never 

Is their circling journey done ; 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



REVERBERATIONS, 95 

You may see them rolling ever, 
Silent children of the sun. 

Are there fathers, are there mothers, 

Are there friends and lovers there % 

Do sweet sisters let their brothers 

Braid white roses in their hair % 

Have they pains and have they pleasures. 

Have they loves and hatreds too % 

Have they old poetic measures. 

Do they kiss and do they woo ? 

Have they sped through vale and mountain 

Chariots winged with steam and fire % 

Does some genius leave the fountain 

When their creeds, like ours, expire % 

Question not : the Pure, the Lonely 
Dwells in secret evermore ; 
Beauty born of terror only 
Lifts to heights uilknown before. 
Leave the planets to their courses, 
The star- children to their fate ; 
Trust the old majestic forces, 
The dread powers of love and hate. 
Do you feel that there is terror 
In the still, the endless skies % 
Are you weary of the error 
That within and round you lies? 
Noble, doubtless, is the feeling. 
But yet nobler to be strong, 
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And, ail pain of heart concealing; 

To endure and welcome wrong. 

Through the spheres and through the ages. 

Flows a compensating law ; 

In the fatal stony pages 

Breathes a grace amid the awe. 

There is wisdom worth the winning, 

There is love that never grieves, 

In the web without beginning 

That the fair, dread Nature weaves. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



PALINGENESIS. 

Through the orb of endless Wonder, 
Through the flying dance of Change, 
In the silence, in the thunder. 
Form must pass and function range. 
Nothing that has lived shall perish, 
Fading life draws nobler breath ; 
Powers of dread and mildness cherish • 
The young germs of life in death. 

In the morning of creation. 

Nurslings of the cloud and sky, 

Bose the graceful generation 

Of the Titan ferns on high. 

Fairy reed anS pine gigantic 

Waved where earth's young breezes blew. 

Sea-beasts played with gnome-like antic. 

Where the lovely sea-flowers grew. 

Wondrous forms, with wondrous features, 
Through the ancient oceans ran, 

G 



Digitized by CjOOQIC 



98 REVERBERATIONS. 

Plated fishes, homM creatures. 
Ere the earth was fit for man. 
From an insect world departed, 
Dust-like shapes returned to dust, 
Eagle-eyed and lion-hearted, 
Bises Paris the August.* 

Lovely forms and noble races 
From the mother earth have past : 
Fabled fauns and fabled graces. 
Own your prototjrpes at last ! 
Palm and fern that grew colossal, 
Beast from field and bird from glen, 
Now as dust, and now as fossil. 
Meet the wondering eyes of men. 

In the infinite creation 
Lies no dead, unmeaning fact, 
But eternal revelation, 
Endless thought in endless act — 
Life that works and pauses never, 
Death that passes into life. 
Rest that follows motion ever. 
Peace that ever follows strife. 

From the dark and troubled surges 
Of the roaring sea of time. 
Evermore a world emerges. 
Solemn, beautiful, sublime. 
♦ See Note VI. 
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So of old, from Grecian water, 
'Mid the music and the balm, 
Bose the dread Olympian's daughter, 
Floating on the azure calm. 

Evermore the worlds are fading, 
Evermore the worlds will bloom. 
To refute our weak upbraiding, 
To throw brightness on the gloom. 
Ever the imperfect passes. 
But the perfect ever grows ; 
Forests sink to drear morasses. 
Fairer landscapes to disclose. 

All the beauty, all the* splendour. 
Of the ancient earth and sky, 
Graceful form and person tender, 
All have past in silence by. 
Man the fairest, man the youngest, 
Man the darling of the gods, 
"With the weakest, with the strongest, 
Travels to the still abodes. 

All his brothers, unlamenting. 
To the eternal plan conform, 
Fall unquailing, unrepenting, 
In the calm and in the storm. 
Man, too, with a quiet bearing, 
With brave heart and steadfast eye, 
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Undisturbed and undespairing, 

Yea, with noble joy, must die. 

Has he shared what Nature proffered ? 

Gladly taken what she gave % 

Now the one last gift is offered, 

Let him take that gift — the grave. 

With a grand renunciation, 

Let him leave to earth and sun. 

For another generation. 

All the good that he hath done. 

Knowing that the laws eternal 
Never, never can deceive, 
Eaised above the sphere diurnal. 
And too noble, far, to grieve. 
Glad that he has been the agent 
Of the universal heart, 
That in life's majestic pageant 
He has played no worthless part. 

So a great and holy feeling 
Shall sustain his human soul. 
And a silent strength revealing. 
He, a part, shall join the whole. 
Through the orb of endless Wonder, 
Through the flying dance of Change, 
In the silence, in the thunder. 
Form shall pass and function range. 
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Hear what of late a prophet said, 
And prize it for its wisdom's sake : 
When truth to melody is wed, 
Dear friends ! the golden counsel take. 

Freedom is but the love of law, 
The freeman he who still obeys, 
"With loyal heart and joyful awe, 
The statutes of the ancient days. 

All have not equal gifts or powers. 
Though all with equal rights are bom ; 
One common warp and woof are ours, 
Yet various are the garments worn. 

Only clear eye and loving heart. 
Only the sovereign mind is king. 
Only the soul that dwells apart 
And seeks the root of everything. 
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A nobler order yet shall be 
Than any that the world hath known, 
When men obey and yet are free, 
Are loved, and yet can stand alone. 

The rivers to the ocean run. 
The trees spring up on hill and height, 
The planets press toward the sun. 
Yet circle round the kinglier light. 

When man shall know and love the law 
To which his being vibrates still. 
Shall dwell amid the grace and awe 
Of the one lone Eternal Will : 

More than all fair, harmonious things, 
Fair and harmonious, man, though late. 
Through far-off winters, unknown springs, 
Glad, shall fulfil a nobler fate. 

Then shall the world a temple be 
Wherein true service shall be done ; 
Men shall be loyal, wise, and free. 
And serve the Lone the Only One. 

Oh, boldly speak thy secret thought, 
And tell thy want, and by the wise 
Be into noble action brought, 
And breathe the air of purer skies. 
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Strive less to bring the lofty down, 
Than raise the low to be thy peers ; 
Love is the only golden crown 
That will not tarnish with the years. 

Soon the wild days of war shall end, 
And days of happier work begin, 
When love and toil shall man befriend, 
And help to free the world from sin. 

From the strong spirit of the air 
Shall the pale scholar draw new strength. 
Till hands that shape and hearts that dare 
Shall join for noble ends at length : 

Till e'en the poet in the wood. 
Shall hear his axe delighted ring, 
Feel pleasure rippling through his blood, 
While in his verse his work shall sing. 

'Twas thus, of late, my prophet said ; 
Oh, hear him for his wisdom's sake ! 
When truth to melody is wed. 
Dear friends ! the golden counsel take. 
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The Eternal Law is self-avenged, 
The gods will vindicate their own ; 
All that we know and are is changed^ 
And Death remains alone. 

Yet is there progress. Souls that sin 
By sin and suffering do grow strong ; 
Delight to dole is near of kiui 
Right blossoms out of wrong. 

We know not clearly what is good, 
We dare not see Truth's dazzling face, 
But yet our heart has understood, 
Has felt her royal grace. 

Who loves divines the Eternal Plan, 
Who dwells with Beauty dwells with Truth; 
Still the old thoughts return to man, 
The soul is still a youth. 
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The sun still lights the fourfold year, 
The moon still lifts the wave on high, . 
Man still is man : then wherefore fear 1 
Believe, live, love, and die. 

Breathe gladly as a simple child, 

Nor question why thou draw'st thy breath. 

Believe and act ; so, reconciled 

To life — resigned to death. 
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THE GOOD LORD JAMES. 

Halt and hold ! In calm and strife, 
Be the fiery heart controlled ; 
In the clear blue days of life, 
In the dark days, halt and hold. 

Not too eager for the fray, 
Willing to abide thy time ; 
Let another win the day. 
Wait, — forbearance is sublime. 

I have read a tale of old, 
Legend of the Good Lord James, 
How he checked the overbold. 
How he gave them worthier aims. 

Once his rival in the field, 
Bandolph, on a snow-white horse, 
Led a band too proud to yield 
To a larger, mightier force. 
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Gallant was the stand he made, 
But he found the foe too strong ; 
Then to bring his rival aid 
Marched the Good Lord James along. 

But he sees them charge again, 
But he hears the deadly shock, 
And they stand upon the plain 
Calm and steady as a rock. 

Scattered foes, like wave on wave, 
In a broken tide fall back, 
And a feeling great and grave 
Turns the Douglas from his track. 

" Halt and hold ! too late our aid," 
Gently spoke the gentle heart ; 
** Nobly has the game been played. 
Patiently must we depart. 

"Leave them ; they alone shall wear 
All the glory they have won ; 
Lessen not by needless care 
The great deed that they have done." 

Evermore, in calm and strife, 
Be the fiery heart controlled ; 
In the clear blue days of life. 
In the dark days, halt and hold. 
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'^wi didst thou deceive me so 1 
Was it noble, was it well \ 
Thou hast caused me deeper woe 
Than my words shall ever telL 

Did 70U wish to humble me ? 
Triumph o'er a maiden's pride % 
Was it right or wise to see 
Feelings that a maid should hide? 

Well, thou knowest I have loved, 
I will not deny the fact ; 
Grieve I must that thou hast proved 
Worthless both in heart and act. 

Trust me though, I shall not grieve 
Longer than a maiden should, 
Sad it is indeed to leave 
One I loved and one that wooed. 
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But I tread my passion down, 
Wear my. robes of maiden snow, 
Give thee neither smile nor frown, 
Calmly, mildly, bid thee go. 

Soon it shall be well with me. 
Still a spotless heart is mine ; 
Go, sir, I can pardon thee — 
May a wiser life be thine. 
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Once in my childish days I heard 
A woman's voice that slowly read, 
How 'twixt two shadowy mountains sped 
Four coloured steeds, four chariots whirred.* 

I watched until she laid the book 
On the white casement-ledge again ; 
My heart beat high with joyful pain 
On that strange oracle to look. 

Day after day I would ascend 
The staircase in that large old house, 
And still and timorous as a mouse, 
I sat atid made that book my friend. 

I saw the birth of seas and skies. 
The first sweet woman, first fair man ; 
I saw how morning light began. 
How faded, over Paradise. 

♦ See Note X. 
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I stood with the first Arab boy ; 
I saw the mother and the child 
Of Oriental vision wild, 
Laugh by the well for utter joy. 

I saw a youth go forth at mom, 
A traveller to the Syrian land, 
And in the lonely evening stand 
An exile weary and forlorn. 

I saw him by the roadside lay 
His sunken head upon a stone. 
And while he slumbered, still and lone, 
A dream fell on him fair as day. 

I saw a golden ladder reach 
From earth to heaven among the stars, 
And up and down its gleaming bars 
Trod stately angels, without speech. 

What wonders did I not behold I 
Dark gorgeous women, turbaned men. 
White tents, like ships, in plain and glen, 
Slaves, palm-trees, camels, pearls, and gold. 

Ah I many an hour I sat and read. 
And God seemed with me all day long ; 
Joy murmured a sweet undersong, 
I talked with angels, with them fed. 
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It was an old deserted room ; 

There was a skylight arched above, 

And the blue heaven looked through like love, 

Softening and colouring mortal gloom. 

No playmate had I, knew no game, 
Yet sometimes left my book to run 
And blow bright bubbles in the sun ; 
In after-life we do the same ! 

/ That time is gone ; you think me weak 
' . That I regret that perished time, 
That I recall my golden prime 
With beating heart and blushing cheek. 

That time is gone : I live for truth, 
Glad to resign each rainbow sham ; 
But still, remembering what I am, 
I praise my sweet and saintly youth. 

So great a hope made truce with fear, 
My joy and wonder were so strong. 
So rare and delicate a song 
Young Life was singing in mine ear 1 

I therefore still in fancy climb 
Up to that old and faded room, 
Where feelings like fresh roses bloom 
Over the grave of that fear time. 
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AQUINAS. 

All day Aquinas sat alone j * 

Compressed he sat and spake no word, 

As still as any man of stone, 

In streets where never voice is heard ; 

With massive front and air antique 

He sat, did neither move nor speak, 

For thought like his seemed words too weak. 

The shadows brown about him lay ; 
From sunrise till the sun went out, 
Had sat alone that man of grey. 
That marble man, hard crampt by doubt ; 
Some kingly problem had he found, 
Some new belief not wholly sound, 
Some hope that overleapt all bound. 

All day Aquinas sat alone. 

No answer to his question came, 

And now he rose with hollow groan, 

And eyes that seemed half love, half flame, 

♦ See Note VII. 
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On the bare floor he flung him down. 
Pale marble face, half smile, half frown, 
Brown shadow else 'mid shadows brown« 

" O God," he said, " it cannot be, 
Thy Moming-star, with endless moan, 
Should lift his fading orbs to thee. 
And thou be happy on thy throne. 
It were not kind, nay, Father, nay. 
It were not just, God, I say : 
Pray for thy Lost One, Jesus, pray ! 

"How can thy kingdom ever come. 
While the fair angels howl below ? 
All holy voices would be dumb. 
All loving eyes would fill with woe. 
To think the lordliest Peer of Heaven, 
The starry leader of the Seven, 
Would never, never, be forgiven. 

" Pray for thy Lost One, Jesus, pray ! 
Word that made thine angel speak ! 
Lord ! let thy pitying tears have way ; 
Dear Grod ! not man alone is weak. 
What is created still must fall. 
And fairest still we frailest call ; 
Will not Christ's blood avail for all? 

" Pray for thy Lost One, Jesus, pray ! 
Father ! think upon thy child ; 
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Turn from thy own bright world away, 

And look upon that dungeon wild. 

God ! Jesus 1 see how dark 

That den of woe ! O Saviour I mark 

How angels weep, how groan 1 Hark, hark ! 

" He will not, will not do it more, 
Restore him to his throne again. 
Oh, open wide that dismal door 
Which presses on the souls in pain ; 
So men and angels all will say, 
' Our God is good.' Oh, day by day. 
Pray for thy Lost One, Jesus, pray I " 

All night Aquinas knelt alone. 
Alone with black and dreadful Night, 
Until before his pleading moan 
The darkness ebbed away in light. 
Then rose the saint, and " God," said he, 
'' If darkness change to light with thee, 
The Devil may yet an angel be." 
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Bravely, friends, ye strive to cross the sea, 
But the gleaming shore approaches never ; 
Waves on waves still rise, and waves still flee, 
But the sky's blue circle fades for ever. 

Cease the eternal ocean to explore, 

You can never, never cross its waters, 

But that Man is man for evermore. 

Murmurs from earth's thousand sons and daughters 

Are we not to-day, as yesterday, 
Nurslings of the heavens that hang above us % 
When we pass with passing hours away. 
Live we not in tender hearts that love us ? 

You will never measure life by thought, 
All its fairest, all its best revealings. 
Visit pure and gentle souls unsought ; 
Heaven is made of holy, happy feelings. 
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Ask not like a slave for daily bread, 
But eat gladly if your bread come daily ; 
Patience be your prayer when hard-bested — 
Sufferers pray who bear their sufferings gaily. 

Worship lies in genuine word and deed ; | 

Cast away all fear and craven sadness ; 
Love and courage, friends, are all ye need ; 
True religion is eternal gladness. 
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True it is that cloud and mist 
Blot the clear blue weather ; 
True that lips that once have kist 
Come no more together. 

True that when we would do good, 
Evil often follows ; 
True that green leaves quit the wood, 
Summers lose their swallows. 

True that man his queen awaits. 
True that, sad and lonely, 
Woman through her prison grates 
Sees her tyrant only. 

True the rich despise the poor, 
And the poor desire 
Food still from the rich man's door. 
Fuel from his fire. 
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True that, in this age of ours, 
There are none to guide us, 
Gone the grand primaeval powers ! 
Selfish aims divide us. 

True the plaint, but, if more true, 
I would not deplore it. 
If an Eden fade from view, 
Time may yet restore it. 

Evil comes and evil goes, 

But it moves me never ; 

For the Good, the Good, it grows. 

Buds and blossoms ever. 

Winter still succeeds to Spring, 
But fresh Springs are coming, 
Blither birds are on the wing. 
Brighter bees are humming. 

I have loved with right good will. 
Mourned my hopes departed, 
Dreamed my golden dream, and still 
Am not broken-hearted. 

What if cherished creeds must fade. 
Faith will never leave us ; 
Light still falls where falls the shade, 
Nor can Truth deceive us ; 
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Let in light, the holy light ; 

Brothers ! fear it never. 

Darkness smiles, and wrong grows right — 

Let in light for ever. 

Let in light — when this shall be 
Joy at once and duty, 
Men in common things shall. see 
Goodness, truth, and beauty : 

And, as noble Plato sings — ' 
Hear it, lords aud ladies — 
We shall love and praise the things 
That are down in Hades. 

Glad am I, and glad will be. 
For my heart rejoices, 
When sweet looks and lips I see, 
When I hear sweet voices. 

I will hope, and work, and love. 
Singing to the hours. 
While the stars are bright above, 
And below the flowers. 

Apple-blossoms on the trees, 
Goldcups in the meadows, 
Branches waving in the breeze. 
On the grass their shadows : 
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Blackbirds whistling in the wood, 
Cuckoos shouting o'er us, 
Clouds, in white or crimson hood, 
Pacing slow before us : 

Who, in such a world as this, 
Could not heal his sorrow ] 
Welcome this sweet sunset-bliss I 
Sunrise comes to-morrow. 
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The May returns ! Once more the kindling blood 
Flows through the heaxt of the resplendent year ; 
The mighty sea of life is now at flood, 
And Summer's thousand voices murmur near. 

High up the lark, among the morning beams, 
Mounts like a kindred fire that hails the day ; 
The wandering music haunts the woods and streams, 
And gladdens the full heart of happy May. 

Far off at eve the nightingale is heard, 
Hid in dim leaves where whispering waters fall, 
And sought, but still unseen, the schoolboy's bird,* 
From bowers, long-lost, renews her echoing call. 

Now Hope, once more doth like a herald blow 
Her stately trumpet through our desert life ; 
On the dark cloud Peace hangs her fading bow. 
And, as it fades, Love comes to soften strife. 

♦ See Wordsworth's *' Cuckoo." 
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The Maj returns, and with her light and bloom 
Returns the toil that heaps the year with gold — 
The thought that with the gUdness blends a gloom, 
When once the fairy tale of youth is told I 

Yet 'mid the sound and splendour of the May 
I stand and dream, as winds and waters chime, 
Of nobler summers, of an ampler day. 
And praise the splendid promise of man's prime. 

Taught that the leaves must fall ere buds can blow. 
Taught that the flower must fade ere fruits can shine, 
I hear glad harvests rustle ere they grow, 
Bless my wild hope and call my dream divine. 
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So now the Golden Age is come, 
The Golden Country lies before us ; 
We leave the plough, we quit the loom, 
And merrily we chant in chorus, 
"The Golden Country lies before us." 

Away, away ! across the sea. 
Through forest lone and wild savannah, 
With fearless heart and footstep free. 
And fed with joy's celestial manna. 
We cross the lone and wild savannah. 

Away, away ! our hope bums bright, 
The Golden Country lies before us, 
Nor rest by day nor sleep by night, 
But forward still, and chant in chorus, 
"The Golden Country lies before us.** 

♦ See Note VIII. 
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We travel through a lordly land, 

A land of dream, a realm of fairy ; 

Here shine white lakes, and near them stand 

Tall trees of graceful shape and airy. 

All mirrored in those lakes of fairy.* 

A marble city rises here, 
A Golden Country gleams before us, 
Soft lawns, delicious shades appear — 
Yet linger not, but chant in chorus, 
** The Golden Country lies before us." 

Nay ! in this world of rich romance. 
One minute, but one minute, linger ; 
See snowy domes and columns glance 
Beneath the morning's rosy finger ; 
They fade — ^but yet one moment linger. 

Ah no ! ah no ! we may not stay, 

A Golden Country lies before us ; 

This fairy dreamwork fades away. 

Like youth and love — then chant in chorus, 

"The Golden Country lies before us." 

Yes, we have left the enchanted ground 
Of dream and delicate illusion ; 
But see what flowers are blooming round, 
And wooing us with bright profusion. 
One moment pause — 'tis no illusion. 
* Fata Morgana. See Note YIII. 
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Oh, never care for idle flowers, 
The Golden Country lies before us ; 
Leave poetry for boys, be ours 
The truth of life — and chant in chorus, 
" The Golden Country lies before us.*' 

We leave the sunflower with the sun, 
The torch-flower burning by the riveif, 
The trumpet-flower to wear alone 
His blue and scarlet robe for ever. 
We cross the plain; we ford the river : 

Ah now ! ah now ! the mountains rise, 
The Golden Country gleams before us ! 
The wealthy man alone is wise, 
Is king of men — then chant in chorus, 
"The Golden Country lies before us." 

Ah stay I Behold those seven small lakes, 
Beneath enamoured woodlands shining ; 
'Mid rustling leaves the breeze awakes. 
The bright moss,, with an emerald lining. 
Clothes pine and cedar, rustling, shining. 

The hills — the lakes — the flowers are gone, 
The Golden Country gleams before us ; 
Youth's visions faded one by one. 
The man is wise — and thus, in chorus, 
We chant the Golden Land before us. 
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Is this your promised land ? Is this 

The wealth, the wisdom that you proffer 1 

Is this your sober, waking bliss 1 

Is this the sceptre that you offer ? 

Take hence the throne — the crown yo proffer. 

Amid red rock and desert sand, 
The Golden Country lies before us, 
Famine and Hunger hand-in-hand, 
Behind us Death, the judgment o'er us, 
The Golden Country gleams before us. 

We left the still pure land of dreams. 
The fairy world of Art and Beauty, 
Of Love and Faith, where sunny gleams 
Colour and warm the waste of Duty, 
And half transfigure it with beauty. 

Ah ! this is not the land we sought, 
No Golden Country gleams before us. 
Oh, give us back the lofty thought, 
The vision of our youth restore us ; 
Here gleams no Golden Land before us. 

Nay, courage ! and to truth be true ; 
All heaven lies hidden in the Beal, 
As stars within the o'erhanging blue. 
Yea, life yet blossoms with the Ideal, 
And our romance shall be the Eeal. 
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Ah yes ! ah yes ! we see it all, 
A Golden Country gleams before us ; 
Man, man endures, though men may fall, 
Flowers bloom below, stars radiate o*er us. 
There gleams a Golden Land before us. 

Above the mist, above the cloud, 
Above the darkness and the thunder, 
While storms are roaring wild and loud. 
Calm shines a world of awe and wonder. 
And there is silence o'er the thunder. 

Lift, lift the eyes of trust and love, 
A Golden Country lies before us ; 
With flowers below, with stars above. 
With truth, with beauty doming o'er us, 
A Golden Country gleams before us. 
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Hope, my brothers, will not leave us, 

Still her bow is o'er us bent. 

And the powers that ne'er deceive us, 

Bid us work and be content. 

Only Truth and Right shall flourish 

In the end, beloved mates ; 

Only Love uphold, and nourish 

Human hearts for human fates. 

You have woes by forge and furnace, 
You have darkness, you have dread ; 
But you work in radiant harness, 
And your heaven is bright overhead. 
Does not night bring forth the morning % 
Does not darkness father light ) 
Even now we have forewarning, 
Brothers ! of the close of night. 

* See Note IX. 
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Slowly creep the brightening shadows 
On each mystic mountain-slope, 
Beautiful on life's broad meadows 
Dawns the sunrise of our hope. 
Evil shall give place to Goodness, 
Wrong be dispossessed by Right ; 
Out of old chaotic rudeness, 
Slowly grows a world of light. 

Do ye toil ] Oh, freer, firmer, 

Ye shall grow beneath your toil ; 

Only craven spirits murmur. 

Faithless children of the soil 

Through the gloom and through the darkness. 

Through the danger and the dole, 

Through the mist and through the murkness, 

Travels the great human souL 

Ye have read the poet-story, 
Told of One who loved our race, 
How the gloom outran the glory. 
And thQ wrath outwent the grace ; 
How he trod the earth in sorrow, 
Yet left bliss where'er he trod ; 
How he died, yet on the morrow 
Sprang from death to light and (rod. 

In his love and his endurance. 
In his manliness sublime. 
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Labour shone with bright assurance 
Of a holier happier time. 
my brothers ! love and labour 
As the good Lord Christ before ; 
Learn to bless a needy neighbour, 
Even from a scanty store. 

Fades the prophet's lovely vision ; 
While ye talk of force for force ; 
Eainbow hope and dream Elysian 
Fly from Death on his White Horse. 
Trust me, there is strength in weakness. 
There's a greatness lies in love ; 
The persistency of meekness 
Lifts you to the heavens above. 

Have you never felt the pleasure 

Of forgiving hate and wrong, 

Eippling through your soul like measure 

Sweet of sweetest poet's song? 

Have you never felt that beauty 

Lies in pain for others borne, 

That the sacredness of duty 

Bids you. offer love for scorn % 

But you tell me that I mock you 
With a measured mincing verse — 
my brothers, I could lock you 
To my heart, while I rehearse. 
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But you tell me that your anguish 
And your death-toil drive you mad, 
That you see your children languish, 
Your beloved ones spirit-sad. 

And you say : " In homestead quiet, 
Where the roses climb and creep, 
Where the vine is running riot. 
And the bees sing you to sleep. 
You can give us counsel gravest. 
You can fancy and refine, 
And you think your heart the bravest. 
And you call your creed divine. 

" Once a husband, once a father, 
I could praise, and I could pray \ 
That is over now — I rather 
Turn, like God, from God away. 
No, I do not speak in malice ; 
You too from your creed would swerve. 
Had you seen your little Alice 
And her saintly mother starve/' 

Nay^ my brother, not so brightly 

Have life's waters flowed for me \ 

Sorrow daily, sorrow nightly, ^ 

Gomes alike to me and thee. 

Broken health, and pain, and trial, 

Loss of worldly gear are mine, 
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Yet on life's eternal dial 
Hope's eternal sunbeams shine. 

my brother-men heroic I 
Quail not at the storm of life, 
Christian be you, be you stoic, 
Tread not the red fields of strife. 
Slowly wisdom grows, and slowly 
Grows the fair new world I sing. 
Listen ! in the silence holy, 
Breaks the blossom of its spring. 
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The morning breaks, the light streams fai and wide, 
And London rises, like a king defied, 

In heart and purpose strong ; 
And as bold wrestlers crowned for famous feats, 
His sons are gathering ; brother brother greets ; 
A flood of life rolls surging through the streets, 

And bursts and foams along. 

But lo ! they march — the foe is on his way ; 
Our England's rebel children meet to-day, 

And force must force oppose. 
To loyal hearts the ancient laws are dear ; 
Who love them not, nor hold in sacred fear 
The primal order, shaping soul and sphere. 

To loyal hearts are foes. 

From many a lonely alley, dank and green, 
Prom mouldy vault, dark cell, and garret mean. 
The reckless inmates haste ; 

* See Note IX. 
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Men whom no thought of self-respect sustains, 
Who scorn the meed which genuine manhood gains^ 
Are hurryiug through a thousand streets and lanes. 
To Kennington's broad waste. 

Men with low brow, thick lip, and lustful glare, 
Men with a reckless and defiant air, 

Men that avoid the sun ; 
Men to whom earth and sky make vain appeal. 
Who under starry heavens no wonder feel ; 
Men who to no celestial brightness kneel. 

And are in want of none. 



Thick was this scum upon the cauldron's top, 
And scant amid the tares the white corn-crop. 

Yet there some hearts were found 
Who felt that they could nobly do or die— 
Who felt, though earth was low, that heaven was high, 
And loved their brother-men beneath the sky, 

And loved their native ground. 

Men who had worked and worked, till life would seem 
A purposeless and incoherent dream. 

All pulley, wheel, and screw — 
Swaying and straining, shifting to and fro. 
With hiss, and clang, and bang, and stress, and blow. 
With infant's screams, and woman's notes of woe, 

That sharper, shriller grew. 
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Men that had worked and worked till work was none, 
Men that stood workless, wageless, under sun ; 

Men of an honest fame — 
Men that had asked for guidance — men that loved 
When some wise lordly presence near them moved, 
Whom England's peerage had perchance approved, 

Had it but shot its game. 



Men that asked work alone that they might work, 
Of stalwart frame, inured to dungeon murk. 

To mine, to forge, and trench ; 
Men who would love their little ones and wives. 
And lead, in; quiet homes, calm, thoughtful lives ; 
Men in whose heart a latent grandeur strives — 

A fire that none should quencL 



Men who have prayed till tears stood in their eyes. 
Have watched the morning and the evening skies. 

And felt the glory there ; 
Who, with an endless brightness round them thrown. 
Have journeyed through the wilderness alone. 
Have sung and smiled, but now must frown and groan 

In pain and wild despair. 



Alas ! our English chivalry hath slept. 
Our English lords have idle revel kept. 
Our Church forborne to preach. 
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Where the true guides are not, will false guides come ; 
Too long the English people has been dumb, 
But now perchance it will enforce on some 
The lesson it should teacL 



Nay, England's people are a slow, shrewd race, 
Wise and clear-sighted, and with natural grace 

Loving the old and good ; 
Paying due reverence to the ancient laws, 
Loving the majesty that overawes, 
Slow to believe in any " Sacred Cause," 

It stands where it has stood. 



Nay, fraud and violence shall not prevail, 
Brute force is clad in no bright coat of mail, 

True strength is with the just. 
Who would be rich, must work ; who would be free, 
Must first by wisdom earn their liberty — 
Must be self-governed, must self-balanced be, 

Checking all sensual lust. 

It is not England that has found a voice — 
It is an English mob that would rejoice 

To see true freedom dead 1 
And thus the English people answer — "No ! 
An endless debt to our dear land we owe ; 
And, but for love of her, we would not go 

Where these vain men are led. 
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" We build our house on the eternal rock, 

That fears nor rolling storm nor earthquake's shock ; 

We stand for Law and Truth. 
We love all straight, detest all crooked ways : 
He only governs well who well obeys ; 
Brave hearts endure through long lone silent days ; 

Best man was humblest youth. 



" We will not rise with you, misguided men, 
Shapes of Darkness, bred in Horror's den. 

We will not rise with you ! 
Nay, since you challenge England, England's might 
Shall be arrayed against you, and in fight. 
Still vindicating the eternal right, 

Shall try what ye can do." 



Thus said the people when the mob arose. 
And thus the people did the mob oppose. 

They had their gathering next, 
Sound hearts and noble, gentle souls and brave. 
The beautiful and strong, the wise and grave, 
Are mustering with a fixed resolve to save 

Their country sore perplexed. 



They are all bound by one great solemn oath. 
To their loved Fatherland have plighted troth, 
Are silent, steady, strong. 
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Touched with a sparkle of the true old fire. 
Age with firm tread, and youth with quick desire, 
As to the harmony of some great lyre, 
Step, stately step along. 



Yet was there scum upon this cauldron's top, 
Yet were there tares amid the white corn-crop ; 

For many a man was there 
Within whose heart no fire ethereal glowed, 
Who travelled on no consecrated road. 
Who dreamed not of the endless debt he owed 

To all that breathe the air. 



But why should I thus linger in my lay ? 
The dreaded danger now hath past away ; 

Our England lives once more. 
Wave, wave your banners, let your bugles sound ! 
O countrymen ! look cheerily around ; 
Thank God that you are safe on English ground, 

And that the storm is o'er. 



And yet, priests, nobles ! do not say 
The peril has for ever past away — 

The storm may blow again. 
A struggle yet may come, a lofty pact 
May bind the nation ; for an awful fact 
Lies burning under this rebellious act^ 

And may break out amain. 
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This wild impatience and this clamorous prayer, 
And this huge Charter, carted here and there, 

Have they no meaning — none ? 
Believe me there are gentle, loving souls, 
Hearts which a nobler fear than yours controls. 
Hearts struggling through life's quicksands and its 
shoals, 

Tom, bleeding, and undone. 

Were it not worth your while to save such hearts 1 
The sun still shines, but soon the light departs 1 

Oh, work while yet it gleams; 
And these wild rebels, they will love you well, 
For in their heart great starry feelings dwell ; 
They too have heard the heavenly oracle, 

And dreamed their golden dreams. 

I know that duty is the end of life, 

I know that peace is lovely, hateful strife. 

That loyalty is fair ; 
I know that some must rule and some obey ; 
I do not ask you to renountre your sway, 
But to make noble efforts while you may. 

To dare and yet to dare. 

Your Norman fathers, in the days of old. 
In their good ships, with vassals true and bold, 
Would seek and find a land 
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Where they might live and work, and in broad space 
Sow, reap, build, hunt, and rule a valiant race, 
Make righteous laws, and rule men face to face 
With kindly heart and hand. 

nobles ! could ye not across the seas 
One voyage go, quitting your silken ease % 

Ships have you, vassals strong — 
Broad fields there are beneath the western heaven. 
And eastward, isles and mainlands shall be given. 
To all that well have planned and bravely striven, 

Like heroes of old song. 

Gold harvests in those distant lands shall gleam, 
Glad cities rise more lovely than in dream, 

Flowers wave, and waters glance. 
O noble authors 1 that so well deplore 
That the great age of chivalry is o'er, 
It rests with you, you only, to restore 

The world its old romance. 

priests who mourn that reverence is dead 1 
Man quits a fading faith, and asks instead 

A worship great and true. 

1 know that there was once a Church where men 
Caught glimpses of the gods believed in then ; 

I dream that there shall be such Church again.* 
dream ! come true, come true 1 

* '' The true church should be the social organisation of humanity 
for purposes of moral improyement." — ^R. W. Maokat. 
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O priests ! nobles ! still the time is ours — 

You still are thrones, are princedoms, virtues, powers; 

Look round and know your work. 
No battlefield awaits you — sheathe your swords ; 
Look round upon these toiling, starving hordes ; 
Not in name only, but in deed be lords, — 

Night comes, blank, chill, and murk. 

Oh, guide and govern England ! look to facts ; 
The native Noble in the Present acts. 

His chivalry lies here. 
Make labour honourable, safe and fair, 
Make commerce free and liberal as the air, 
And be the knights that your forefathers were. 

Without reproach or fear. 

So all intolerable wrong shall fade, 

No brother shall a brother's rights invade, 

But all shall champion all ; 
Then men shall bear, with an unconquered will 
And iron heart, the inevitable ill. 
O'er pain, wrong, passion, death victorious still; 

And calm though suns should fall. 
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The darkness and the dread and the despair 
Lie thick and heavy on the human hciart, 
Which nurses fears, and hopes like fears, apart, 
Half stifled, like caged birds for want of air ; 
Or if a brother act a brother's part. 
The converse still is of low-thoughted care. 
Children that should in the green meadows live. 
And prattle to their mothers, meek and fair, 
Of cowslips, daisies, birds, and merry play. 
Taking ten kisses for each kiss they give. 
Talk over common wants of every day, 
Or ask the old question, " Is there any bread % " 
While, with the murmured curse or silence dread, 
Young fathers stand around with hair grief-grey. 
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LORDS I rulers of the nation ! 
softly clothed ! richly fed ! 
men of wealth and noble station ! 
Give us our daily bread. 

For you we are content to toil, 
For you our blood like rain is shed ; 
Then lords and rulers of the soil, 
Give us our daily bread. 

Your silken robes, with endless care, 
Still weave we ; still unclothed, unfed, 
We make the raiment that ye wear. 
Give us our daily bread. 

In the red forge-light do we stand. 
We early leave — late seek our bed, 
Tempering the steel for your right hand. 
Give us our daily bread. 

♦ Note X. 
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Wc BOW jonr fields, yc reap the fruit. 
We Hre in mifietj and in dread. 
Hear bat our pn jcr, and we are mnte^ 
Gire us our daity bread. 

Throu^boot <M England's pleasant fields, 
There is no spot wheie we maj fzead, 
Ko house to as swe^ shdter yidds. 
Gire as oar dail j bread. 

Fath^s are we ; we see oar sons. 
We see oar fair joang dang^t»s, dead : 
Then hear as, O ye mig^ity ones ! 
Give as oar daily l»ead. 

Tis yain — ^with cold, anfeeling eye 
Ye gaze on as, anelothed, anfed ; 
Tis yain — ^ye will not hear oar ciy. 
Nor give as daily bread. 

We turn from you, our lords by birth. 
To him who is our Lord above ; 
We all are made of the same earth. 
Are children of one love. 

Then Father of this world of wonders ! 
Judge of the living and the dead ! 
Lord of the lightnings and the thunders. 
Give us our daily bread. 
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What do the People want ] you ask. 
Are we, their rightful lords, 
To work, while they refuse the task 
That the great God awards % 

Are we to give our rights to them? 
Are they to rule us now 1 
Shall kings put off their diadem, 
And nobles guide the plough ] 

Nay, nay, the People do not ask 

To change their place with you ; 

They love their work, they know their task, 

Have souls to dare and do. 

What do the People want ? — True guides. 
Kind words, and equal laws. 
A People's king that still abides 
True to the People's cause. 
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Oh, teach us well ! Oh, rule us well ! 
Ye beautiful and strong ! 
Ye that in wisdom do excel. 
Save us from woe and wrong ! 

We hear that we have souls like you, 
To give and to receive ; 
They say we are immortal, too. 
And this we half believe. 

Something we feel within us strive, 
Something all wings and fire, 
A life that is not yet alive, 
A mother's large desire. 

nobles ! teach us what we are. 
And what we ought to be ; 
Teach what are sun and cloud and star. 
And the great hungry sea. 

Teach what is God — we feel him here. 
Within our heaving breast ; 
Oh, that we were his children dear, 
And you our brothers blest ! 

Oh, that we were your brothers all ! 
Oh, that we had your love ! 
That ye would hear us when we call, 
Like the dear God above. 
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That ye would guide us to far lands, 
To sow the golden maize, 
Would lead us in strong, silent bands. 
Towards the western rays. 

That ye would tell us what ye know 
About this world of ours, 
And make our thoughts and feelings grow 
Pleasant and mild as flowers. 

We, with our children and sweet wives, 
Gentle and wise and fair, 
Would tune and harmonise our lives, 
Tranquil as windless air. 
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Evermore God speed the plough, 
Ever wave the field with gold, 
That, my friends, besteads us now. 
Which bestead the men of old. 
Greet our gallant sires, and greet 
The brave children of these days ; 
.Once the world was sowed with wheat, 
Now it shall be sowed with maize. 

With the yellow, mellow maize. 

God be praised that love may still 
Be our highest bliss in life ; 
Here's the way, if there's the will, 
For the man to win the wife. 
Stalwart shoulder, heart of steel. 
Eyes that can, with eagles' gaze. 
Cross the seas and find your weal. 
When ye sow the world with maize, 

With the yellow, mellow maize. 

* See Note XL 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



REVERBERATIONS. 153 

North and South, and East and West, 
Isles and continents there lie. 
Wooing man to be their guest, 
Under broad blue roofs of sky. 
Here the soft white wheat shall grow, 
In the sun's more gentle rays, 
But where fiercer summers glow, 
Ye shall clothe the land with maize. 

With the yellow, mellow maize. 

Hope have we of Afric's land, 
Hope for Afric's ebon race ; 
Clear the jungles, hand in hand. 
Dare the dreadful tiger chase. 
Fold on fold the serpent lies, 
Hero's sword the monster slays. 
And the tawny lion flies. 
As ye sow his lair with maize, 

With the yellow, mellow maiza 
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(RICHARD COBDEN.) 

Nothing know I of forms of chivalry, 

And nothing heed the sarcenet rhetoric 

Of lady-love, of tourney, bower and halL 

To me, a man hewn out of solid rock, 

And very meet to brave the buffeting 

Of the strong TVfinds and waves of salt abuse. 

Such honey-dainty thoughts are of no worth. 

The worn-out poetry of antique times 

I fling aside, as gladly as the rock 

Throws off the flowering herb it cherished once^ 

In favour of a new and larger growth. 

Landlords of gentle birth and noble race, 

Stars, ribands, coronets, and pedigrees. 

Have had their life-J}lood drained, and ought to die. 

Who wisely treats the land shall be to me 

True landlord, holding heavenly title-deeds, 

♦ See Note XXL 
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Who makes his life a life of gentleness. 

True gentleman I own : who compasses 

The secret of the sun and flying cloud, 

Or sends the amber-spirit with lightning feet, 

Our modem Mercury, quivering round the world, 

Is nobler than the noblest nobleman. 

I speak as one who has been sent by Heaven 

To forge on the rough anvil of the Time 

A thought and turn it into golden fact, 

So making thought a thing. For 'tis my faith 

That he whose presence glorified the world, 

Gave us the law of Progress as of Love. 

I therefore take my stand on either law. 

And, in the name of Progress and of Love, 

Would claim the emancipation of all trade. 

The winds, the waves, the sunbeams, and the soils. 

Should all be free to minister to all. 

Nations, like stars, harmoniously disposed, 

Should balance one another, seeking still 

Their centre through the eternal law of Love. 

Only by commerce, free as the great space, 

Can all the nations be bound up in one, 

Each giving what the others need. I see 

The fairest issues in enfranchised trade. 

War dispossessed of the wise heart of man, 

Virtue above all virtue practised now, 

Law likest Nature's ancient ordinance. 

Art over and beyond all art now known. 

Labour shall then be privilege and joy, 

Worship shall utter free and festive speech, 
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While, like a slave released, the earth shall yield 

The grateful nations lavish interchange 

Of all the fruits that love the sun and breeze. 

In glorious Orient lands or Western climes 

Of mellower radiance. In those happy days, 

Men shall live starry lives, yet not forsake 

Material fact, on which all life is built ; 

And from the ancient hills of the universe, 

As from earth's lowlier heights, when day goes down 

In the grey evening of the world, shall fall 

Beautiful shadows on the souls of men, 

To prophecy of the large light that shines 

Freely where all free souls are free to Q > 



n. 

(sartor resartus.) 

I do not know that there was ever yet 
Such year as this eventful one of ours ; 
In all time past I cannot find its like. 
And with uplifted hand athwart mine eyes, 
And brow contracted, gazing steadfastly 
Through vistaed centuries, I can see no year 
Go-featured or conformable therewith* 
For first we have undeified all life. 
Have banished (Jod from his own universe, 
Have, in old dialect, forgotten Ood. 
And secondly, we have made gods for us 
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Of them that are no gods — a twofold ill, 

Bringing a twofold curse — Idolatry 

And Irreligion, with despair and death. 

Look round, and ask the Heaven and ask the Earth 

If ever they beheld the like before ? 

There is no earnestness in any man, 

No simple bearing and no true discourse 

In social life ; no prayer, no prophet's speech, 

No fellowship, no friendship, and no love ; 

No faith in Nature's strong regalities, 

No graceful deeds and no fair sanctitudes. 

For chivalry we have silk-soldiership, 

For kingliness we have mock-royalty, 

For Church we have a palsied Christendom, 

For people a loud-braying populace. 

My brothers I this is fearful verity. 

We must awake from sleep and see the light. 

Must quit this trembling supersoil of lies, 

To stand upon the mother-earth of fact 

For this huge body we must get a soul, 

A true informing soul, a heavenly soul ; 

Workers and craftsmen must we be of God, 

Must out of this dull earth — this common dust — 

Create a paradise, and mould a man 

Who shall become a living souL Good stint 

Of labour is there for the brave to do : — 

To build and consecrate a life to God, 

Beared like a temple on the holy ground 

And on the everlasting hills of truth, 

Wherein there shall be offered sacrifice 
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Of Godlike deeds, and thoughts like thoughts of Christ, 

Wherein there shall be justice had for love, 

Be chieftaincy of coroneted hearts, 

And sceptred souls, the royal blood of Heaven, 

Writing their names and titles in their deeds, 

Divine puissances, heroic shapes, 

True representatives of the Most High, 

With sunward front and bold articulate speech, 

tJnder whose guidance shall the sons of men 

Go forth to war with violence and fraud, 

And conquer them by love and gentleness. 

Meanwhile till they shall come whom we predict, 

With patient heart, calm will, and active brain. 

Will I in silence and in solitude 

Kneel in the catholic church of earth and heaven. 

And think of Time and of Eternity, 

And Him whose home it is, and love mankind. 

And love each gentle heart, and love the stars. 

And the huge ocean shouting to the moon. 



nL 

(WILLIAM WORDSWORl'H.) 

A lover of the hills and lakes am I, 
And of the Spirit that made them and me \ 
And therefore do I love my brother-man. 
Striving with oracles from Bydal Mount, 
And prophecies from grave Winandermere, 
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To lead him so to link his days and years, 

That life continuous and integral 

Might flow, as John, in the Apocalypse, 

Beheld the river flow from God's white throne. 

Reverence, Humility, Religion, Love, 

And Kingliness ecclesiastical. 

With natural sanctities of time and place, 

I preach and I uphold. Alone I stand. 

Survivor soul of my companions dear. 

On Life's high mountain-top, whence I behold 

Suns yet unrisen, manifest in clouds 

Of purple light and light incarnadine, 

Light golden, and blood-radiant, sprinkling space. 

As Moses on the hill of Pisgah saw 

Broad lands, though disinherited of them ; 

So, underneath the morning red, I see 

The splendours that shall come, and die content. 
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S/Ii ROBERT PEEL* 



I. 



Now is our England like a ship at sea, 

That reels and plunges in careering waves, 

While, clothed with darkness, the strong tempest raves. 

And sharp and threatening rocks are on the lea. 

What profit can a phantom-pilot be, 

A soul that hath no compass, sees no star % 

thou with the true word oracular ! 

Stand forth and let us know a man in thee. 

Yes ! come with world-wide guidance, take the helm ; 

There lies the port that we would gladly hold, — 

Fair-havened, ere. the trampling waves overwhelm ! 

speaker of one thought more rare than gold ! 

traveller in Reality's stem realm ! 

Thou seest our star ; steer onward, wise and bold. 

♦ See Note XIII. 
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II. 



Yet true it is that even thou art'one 
That hitherto hast steered no forthright course, 
Shown no prophetic soul, no central force, 
Nor stood expectant of the rising sun, 
Catching the light ere day had well begun. 
And if clear sight be thine, with will to act, 
Or wit to build on the strong rock of Fact, 
All thou wouldst do were better, earlier done. 
Yet now call forth thy manhood, now arise. 
And steer our England through the insurgent sea ; 
Now watch the coming dawn with straining eyes. 
And in the Present show us the To be. 
So when the daylight overflows the skies, 
We shall behold our chief of men in thee. 



III. 



The hope, the promise now defeated are \ 
The rainbow leaves the cloud, and in the skies, 
Where once we fixed our wistful wondering eyes. 
We see not, morn or eve, our leading star ; 
And he that o'er the surge and swamping bar 
Should be our pilot, when the winds are loud. 
And the black sea is sucked into the cloud, 
Leaves us, and all that promise fades afar. 
Yet mourn not, for he wears a statesman's crown, 

L 
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Whose diamond radiance strikes to years unborn j 
And spite of pale-green Envy and dark frown 
Of Faction or the bigot's ignorant scorn, 
In pastoral village, or in red-bricked town, 
His name shall wake the echoes night and morn. 
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KOSSUTH AND THE HUNGARIANS* 

Kossuth and the brave men of Hungary ! 
Champions ye are of freedom and of truth ; 
Like children of the world in her fresh youth, 
Stand forth, stand forth, for all the earth to see I 
A very ancient and a noble cause 
Invites you, calls you, clothes you with new might. 
Oh, doubly weaponed are you with the right. 
Supported by the old majestic laws. 
Now for all noble growth of mind and heart 
The nations look to you ; be strong and free. 
And, with a fame that never shall depart, 
Stand forth, stand forth, for all the world to see, 
champions both of temple and of mart, 
Kossuth and the brave men of Hungary ! 

• See Note XIV. 
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Well have ye fought, and nobly have ye done, 
And what if ye are vanquished — what if Wrong 
Have been victorious % Truth is not less strong, 
And her great battle is but now begun. 
The father fails, success awaits the son ; 
Strength dwells unseen in all the true and brave, 
Great memories sanctify the hero's grave, 
And where Right is, the victory must be won. 
Henceforth the people's cause is not with kings ; 
Henceforth there is no trust in sceptred men. 
But in the popular heart that dares all things, 
In crownless Genius with his clear full ken, 
Hope, like the lark in clouds, sweet music sings. 
And Force and Fraud crouch, wolf-like, in their den. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



MAZZINI.'' 

Mazzini ! like to some majestic tower, 
On which the everlasting stars do sit, 
While the unconquered heaven bends over it, 
And ocean shouts below with giant power, 
Thou standest, while the people gather fast, 
Thrilled by thy words, that strengthen and inspire, 
And burning like a forest all on fire. 
That flares and shakes beneath the thundering blast. 
Silent and strong thou standest evermore, 
Worthy of honour in all time to come, 
Whether thou teach a wise and noble lore, 
To wandering children in an exile's home. 
Or clothe with fear and splendour, as of yore, 
The City of the World, the people's Eome. 

• See Note XV. 
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A FAR-OFF voice from England comes, 

O'er lands late red with strife, 
While round me gathering glows and hums 

This bright Italian life. 

The voice of thousand sons of toil 

From Western glade and glen. 
Or where the climbing hop-wreaths coil, 

Near homes of Eastern men. 

' Across the woodlands, o'er the fields, 
Among the apple-bowers, 
Or where the bean her perfun^^e yields, 
Or where the wheat-ear flowers. 

From Shakespeare's regal country comes 

The innumerous voice to me. 
No hateful sound of battle-drums. 

To shake my olive-tree : 

♦ See Note XVL 
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The olive-tree, with grey-green bloom, 

Where now I sit and write, 
While freshening waters flash and boom 

Beneath this vine-clad height. 

No warlike sound of drum or fife 

Disturbs my dreaming ear. 
Or mars this sweet Italian life 

With notes of hate and fear. 

But as the sighs of orange-flower 

On odorous winds are borne, 
And as I hear at noon's bright hour 

The approaching railway-horn : 

And tread as when, in olden days. 

In visions of my own, 
I trod in more majestic ways 

Than yet our star has known : 

I hear that voice, which still to me 

Recalls a dream of mine. 
That whispers men shall brothers be, 

And man grow half divine. 

From that great Isle where Milton sang. 

The notes that greet me rise, 
Heard through the echoing battle-clang 

Of French and German skies. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



1 68 REVERBERATIONS. 

In this fair land, where one late dead 
Still seems in death to speak, 

To beckon from each mountain head, 
To call from every peak : 

The immortal exile, that once made 
Our English land his home, 

The patriot whose majestic shade 
Haunts the Eternal Borne : 

The new Prometheus, whose strange fire, 

In swift electric strife. 
Flashed through the land of his desire. 

And called the dead to life : 

And roused the Mother of Mankind 
From her long-centuried sleep, 

Gave glorious vision to the blind. 
And smiles to men that weep. 

Ay ! to the dead Mazzini's land, 
And by the wandering wave, , 

That, now by pitjdng breezes fanned, 
"Was once sweet Shelley's grave. 

A voice from my own English clime, 
A dream that iome will praise. 

Blends with these memories sublime 
Of dear departed days. 
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For not the sound of fleeting breath 

In that glad pastoral cheer 
Which wakens field, and holt, and heath. 

Is all the sound I hear. 

I hear a low harmonious voice, 

As of the choiring spheres, 
And in the prophet-tones rejoice 

Which tell of statelier years ; 

When starry Freedom round her waist 

Shall clasp the golden chain 
Of Order, that, but half embraced. 

Will loosen it again ; 

When Christ-like Wealth shall follow Christ, 

And Man to men shall be 
Like that Great Presence which sufficed 

By blue Tiberias-Sea. 

Such voice I hear, or seem to hear, 

Eemote from fields of strife. 
While round me murmurs, far and near, 

This bright Italian life. 
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THE NEW APOCALYPSE* 
(a vision of the world.) 

*' Saw the Yiiion of the world, and all the wonder that wotild he." 

Tennywa, 

In the dead silence of the solemn night, 

When men are wandering in the paths of sleep, 

A vision past before me, like the light 

From that white throne where myriad seraphs keep 

Eternal watch with wings athwart their face \ 

And robed with splendour, lo ! a Spirit came, 

Until his shadow lightened on the place 

Where I was standing, and I felt the same, 

And feeling it, I shivered with delight, 

For then my soul grew pure, and clear my sight, 

And piercing as the day. 
I looked — I saw a Shape of light supreme, 
Despotic as the thought of God in dream. 
Yet calm and stable as the old heavens seem. 

And beautiful as they. 
The Spirit nearer came : a still, small voice, 

♦ See Note XVII. 
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That grew out of the silence, said, " Eejoice ! 

For unto thee is given 
The face of the veiled future to behold. 
To draw aside the curtain, fold by fold, 
EoUed o'er her shrine as broidered clouds are rolled 

Over pavilioned heaven : 
But first thou must behold the evils done. 
First learn the oppressions wrought beneath the sun." 
Then like a wind-borne flame I rose in air, 
And thence overlooked the thousand realms of earth. 
And since that hour unutterably fair 
Are the pale dreams that in my soul have birth. 
All that I saw on that oracular night, 
I would unbosom now, in words that gleam like light. 

High on a crystal pinnacle I stood : 

" What seest thou, Child of Earth % " the Spirit cried. 

I looked around me in prophetic mood, 

And to the Spirit's question thus replied : 

" I see a mist whose vaporous surge rolls past 

The mural mountains of this catholic frame ; 

Before the breath of the gigantic blast. 

And in fierce outline, underneath the same, 

I see a world of restlessness and woe, 

A multitude that hurry to and fro. 

In utter disarray. 
Ejngs, nobles, priests, and soldiers mingle there. 
And trembling babes, and women pale and fair. 
And Youth with mournful and indignant air, 
And Age forlorn and grey." 
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" What hearest thou, Child of Earth % " the angel said 
" I hear a murmur low, but dense and dread, 

Presageful of a storm ; 
I see the nations gathering from afar, 
I see their banner gleaming like a star, 
I see the kings of earth go forth to war, 

I see their squadrons form. 
Amid the prostrate multitude they ride. 
Trampling and rending with portentous pride. 
The earth, the common mother of them all. 
Is crimson with the blood her children shed. 
Their corses lie unburied where they fall, 
Nor tears nor honour are there for the dead. 
But, lo ! the conquerors thank a gracious Heaven 
For what they call a peace, a victory Christ hath given. 

" I see men with a Book in their right hand, 

Misquoting words of wisdom and of truth. 

Averring still that, at their God's command, 

Old Age and Manhood, Infancy and Youth, 

In serfship, woe, and want, must till the land, 

With sweat like Christ^s dear blood-drops on their 

brow. 
While they, a privileged and peculiar band. 
Alone shall reap the harvest others sow. 
I see young maidens, free-bom but not free. 
Lashed by the soldiers through the crowded street. 
Because they sang, * Our country yet shall be 
Among the nations known \ ' their soft, white feet 
Are purpled with their blood, and yet they weep not. 
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Though tears are hid in every lidded eye ; 
But, pale as violets when the frost- winds sleep not, 
Still murmuring low sweet songs, they lay them 
down and die. 

" I see the pure in heart, the great in soul. 

Shot in their fathers' sight. I see a train 

Of kingly murderers, that defy control. 

Shedding young patriots' blood as clouds shed rain. 

I see grave matrons, at the hollow knoll 

Of death-bells, blindfold led, because they asked 

Food for their sons, to whom a scantier dole 

Is now dealt forth, till by strong grief o'ertasked, 

Quenching the light of their aspiring spirit, 

With smiling patience and a half-closed eye. 

They live no more, yet sweetest life inherit 

In hearts wherein their hearts can never die. 

But lo ! the longed-for hour ! — the awakening nations 

Kings and their armies fearlessly confront, 

And, with serene and earnest expectations, 

Await the deadly charge, the battle's stormy brunt. 

*' The stillness deepens round me. Such of old 
Felt He to whom the Vision dread was given. 
When far away the waves of sound had rolled. 
And only God and silence dwelt in heaven. 
I shudder, but the Vision shall be told. 
I see the serried squadrons rush afar, 
The falchion gleams, banner and flag unfold, — 
It is the harvest-home of death and war^ 
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It is the vintage of the wrath of (Jod, — 
And reeling in the wine-press of his ire, 
I see the oppressor and the anarch trod 
Beneath white exhalations seamed with fire. 
That rise from earth to heaven and blind the day. 
Boll hurried voices murmuring, ' Slay, slay, slay 1 ' 
Ha I the keen scent of human blood laughs up, 
The innocent earth is splashed with that red rain ; 
Man drains the dregs of misery's poisoned cup, 
And wins the victory but through deadliest pain. 
The brave are reaped like sheaves in summer season, 
And yet they yield not The unconquered heirs 
Of fathers that once bled for truth and reason 
Have cast the oppressors down, the victory is theirs. 

" Now brings sweet Peace her glories from afar. 
And SoDg and Thought are throned on Fact and Strife ; 
Mind crowds on mind, rising like star on star. 
And fills with splendour the deep heaven of life. 
Bright Science, in her magic bower. 
Watches the daedal dance of Power,* 
Or greets the far-oif mystic Child 
Of wizard change and conflict wild, 
Or dreams how man in this fair orb shall dwell, 
Till, soaring as on golden wings 
Love soared from Death, a young world springs 
From our old world's chaotic night, 
A glorious athlete, clothed with might, 

♦ See Note XVIL 
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Fair child of a dark mother born, 

A joyful, young, and festive mom, 

Panoplied, adult, defiant. 

Self-sufficing, self-reliant, 
A champion that no might avails to quell, 

A spirit that shall live for aye, 

A god that cannot pass away ; 

It rolls, it rolls, a boundless river. 

That rolling once shall roll for ever ; 
Its mighty waters heave, dilate, and swell, 
And, charioteered as in an ocean car. 
The Genius of the age, with low sweet spell. 
Charms the smooth waves that waft him fast and far. 



" Labour is free, is free I the lords of labour. 
The princes and the peers of Godlike toil, 
Mould into spade and share both shield and sabre. 
And, from the bosom of the gracious soil, 
Baise the mild olive and the bridal vine, 
Raise foodful com, and raise voluptuous fruit. 
The slave no longer wails in dungeoned mine 
O'er years of darkness > the gnome's spell is mute \ 
Commodity for fair commodity 
With liberal hand is given ; hearts half divine 
The needs of hearts made kindred j land and sea 
Are glorified with commerce grown divine ; 
Culture hath so transfigured every soil, 
That flowers and fruits, long fables, now adom 
The radest shores, made mild by patient toil. 
Where, in full ripeness, rustle golden waves of corn. 
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The peasant-kings of a regenerate world J 
Have deified all labour ; graceful drops 
Of beaded heat are on each brow impearled, 
Dried by the breeze, that, with melodious stops, 
Falling from heaven upon the honeyed leaves. 
With delicate fingering plays itself to rest, 
Still giving more delight than it receives, 
Strengthening with health and hope the diligent man, 
Whom of her sons dear Nature loves the best, 
And consecrates the winds to favour and to fan. 

" Joy ! time and space are now no more, no more ! 
True love and tender friendship hourly meet ! 
Lo ! the steam-chariots of the land explore 
Arcadian railway and mosaic street, 

With no demoniac scream of dread, 
But by exultant music led, 
Driven by the mighty breath of fire, 
As clouds are by the whirlwind's ire, 
The magic chariots pant and fly. 
While rock and tree rush hurrying by ; 
Or lingering glide through some embowered retreat 
In ancient forest, where the hymn 
Of cradled child, in twilight dim. 
The silence charms ; by fairy leas 
That slumber near soft violet seas ; * 
Or wind round blind fair chasms, while ever fleet 
Dim shadowy mountains past — a giant crowd ; 
Or in some marble city's flowery street 
Stand breathless, flying shapes of fire and cloud ! 

• See Note XVII. 
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Joy I are not time and space annihilated % 

Have not America and England met ? 

Have not the ocean-chariots created 

A path o'er seas which envious Fate once set 

For boundary, so to make companionless 

Our human world ? — In vain ! for like a dream 

Embodied on the liquid wilderness, 

Flies to her unseen home the Thing of steam. 

The waves lift up their voice, they clap their hands, 

And peaceful Ocean, with a glad caress. 

Links to a thousand shor/ss a thousand lands, 

In thousand lands a thousand toils to bless. 

For noblest embassies of noblest thought, 

Of love and hope, worship and sacrifice. 

Were these bold travellers of the ocean wrought, 

Still consecrating earth t6 fair humanities. 

All men are kings and priests by right divine. 

All souls are by the great Soul reinspired. 

And lovely deeds and noble actions shine 

Beneath the robes with which they are attired,* 

As heaven withstars, as earthis clothed with flowers. 

As man shall be with natural draperies. 

Great worship sets to music all the hours, 

Fair arts have recreated mortal life. 

The man is now returned to Paradise, 

And reverential love receives the queenly wife. 

In English lanes young children play, 
Pure as the light and glad as day, 

* The particular external circumstances of the actions. 
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With quiet mien, with graceful dress, 

In exquisite unconsciousness. 

A poetry not found in books 

Plays, a bright shadow, on their looks ; 

A genuine gospel there is read. 

For natural thoughts their souls have fed. 

Above them are the opening skies, 

Around them the true Eden lies. 

Kind Nature, with a wise control, 

Tempers the body and the soul ; 

With lordly mien and motion meek. 

She bids the child glide, laugh, and speak ; 

With impulse fine and feeling rare. 

With lovely action, simple prayer. 

With tears, smiles, kisses, hopes, desires, 

She trains, she teaches, she inspires. 

From hedgerows green, from vernal bowers, 

Gay children strip the laughing flowers ; 

Large-lapped, full-handed, eager-eyed. 

They run and dance, they laugh and glide, 

And to their graver playmates bear 

These nurslings bright of earth and air. 



'' The vision changes, and I stand 
Where proudly our dear Mother-land 
Sees her fair cities gladlier rise 
Than Thebes arose to melodies 
Of rare Amphion and the sound 
Of Dorian harp on holy ground. 
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From palace, temple, tower, and hall, 

Young Morning lifts Night's thin grey pall : 

Here pillared homes are glad with flowers. 

There grass is green with singing showers ; 

And 'mid the chequered bloom and light 

Of leaves and blossoms, making bright 

The soul of sunshine, over all 

Breaks, in fine spray, a silver fall 

Of rainbow drops, or wayward flow 

Of laughing waters plays below. 

A voice that floats upon the breeze, 

Or whispers to the whispering trees 

That fringe our city, to my ear 

Comes for delight, and not for fear. 

And through a happy opening cloven 

In trees where sun and shade are woven. 

Trees through which longing eyes can gaze 

Into great depths of purple haze^ 

I see a stately maiden lead 

An old man forth ; she bears a reed 

With stops melodious, and the Book 

Whereat men wonder as they look. 

Then to her grandsire in the son 

She chants the starry lore of One, 

That, human most, was most divine. 

The Martyred Man of Palestine, — 

The Shape that wandered, veiled in light, 

In the dark shadow of the night, 

The prophet that in music told 

Of love and power by love controlled, 
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He that in dewy cornfields strayed, 
Or with the rose and lily played, 
Or from the mountain peak sublime 
Spake golden oracles to time, 
That echo down the ruined years, — 
The great Lord Christ, the Seer of Seers. 

" But not alone our nobler England wears 
The royal robes of truth and godlike grace. 
As heaven wears light for vesture, as the spheres 
Apparel evening skies, like smiles on Christ's own 
face! 
But Cambria her glad youth renews, 
A maiden gathering the May dews 
Of ancient thought and music wild, 
Proud of her birth. Time's elder child. 
Stem Caledonia is arrayed 
In truth, the heavenly Highland plaid ; 
Prophetic speech and utterance large 
She takes for broadsword and for targe. 
And thou whose wrongs all lately were redrest, 
The helot Lady of the Northern Seas, 
Bowing a thousand years thy lightning crest, 
Yet with thy flag in battle and in breeze 
Still streaming through the stormy sky, 
A golden sunburst hurled from high. 
Not armed with right, yet suffering wrong. 
And weak contending with the strong. 
Through death's cold floods and red highways, 
With tears and smiles with blame and praise, 
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Cheering thy chiefs, baptized in blood, 

A dreadful heroine hast thou stood ! 
Thou, too, lerne, for the vest of steel, 
Clothed in the quiet garb true heroes love, 
Favourest an Union that shall have repeal. 
When Time revokes the laws which bind the heavens 
above. 

"Nor these alone, but many a commonwealth, 
And many a kingdom, is with splendour clad ; 
Long fevered states awake in (Jodlike health, 
In strength of nerve and sinew greatly glad. 

O'er the Atlantic waves rejoiced I see 

The people, bom of earth's best blood, 
Worship the lovely and the good, 
And vaunt no more, but cheaply hold 
Their gods of silver and of gold, 

And organise a sacred chivalrie. 

" And where in dreams the blue mid-ocean sleeps, 
I see Osirian Egypt stand, 
Sunward I see her lift her hand. 
The Nile his ancient honour knows, 
The Eternal Sphinx in dread repose 

O'er fairy cities wondering vigil keeps. 
The rebel Ali well hath done, 
The conquered yet the conquering one ; 
He that slain Peace to life restored. 
And reared her, nursling of his sword. 
But lo ! maternal Asia breaks 
Her trancM sleep, and, as she wakes, 
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She calls the Children of the Sun 
From their long slumber, one by one, 
Till Persia in the holy light 
Of science basks, and Syria's height 
Catches the splendour, and once more 
Shrines the great Vision known of yore. 
Cradled in dreams of ancient power, 
See mystic India on the hour 
Of happy Western influence smile, 
Majestic daughter of the Isle * 
Enchanted, whose light sceptre still 
Sways the high fates oi good and ill. 
More wondrous yet the changeless clime, 
Grey daughter of ancestral Time, 
Cathay, hath learned a nobler lore ; 
She lores who never loved before ; 
Taught by War's crimson scourge that none 
Can leave the just and right undone ; 
The ancient laws, that had their birth 
Ere man was crowned the king of earth. 
That suns and spheres and heavens uphold, 
Whose years fail not, that wax not old. 
The children of the Eternal Prime, 
Severe in beauty, strong, sublime, 
Beloved in peace and feared in strife. 
Will have man's homage or his life. 

" Tlie Song prophetic travels back again. 
And home returning from her heaven of old, 
* England — ^the Faery Land of Spenser. 
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Like the great sun above the Western main, 
She hovers ere she set, ere eye and lip grow cold. 

Austria, the anarch old, is wise ; 

Eussia hath fine humilities ; 

A tender wisdom hallows France ; 

Spain makes the common life romance ; 

Greece lifts her front with eyes serene ; 

Italia walks a mailM queen ; 

And Germany, with crest unbowed 

Steps sunward through the mist and cloud. 
" But lo ! her race of fire my Song hath run, 
She sets, she sets in the deep sea of thought ; 
My seraph guide withdraws, fast fades my sun. 
And fade the fairy hues my heaven had caught. 

But as the splendour fades afar, 

Slow rises under moon and star 

A murmured chant, a song sublime, 

The gathered music of all time ; 

And as that mighty music falls 

O'er airy heights and shadowy walls, 

A brighter heaven gives back the sound ; 

The Earth is all one holy ground. 

And sweeter women, nobler men. 

Begin the world's great course again. 
And Man of many a man, one Man supreme,* 
Stands crowned the King of life, the Power of powers, 
Lord of all thought, art, action, passion, dream. 
Child of the eternal past, and heir of unborn hours." 

* '* Man, oh, not men ! a chain of linked thought." — Sh£LLE7. 
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Waken, nations praised in story ; 
Waken to a holier glory ; 
Rise from out your charmed slumber, 
Spurn grey Custom's lawless ban ; 
Gather like the stars in number, 
Race with race, and man with man. 
One through love ; by law of love, 
Stars that cross the sky's blue border 
Balance, as they glide above. 
Orb with orb, in endless order. 
Brave be man, robust and whole. 
One his aim, his vision single ; 
Heart with heart, and soul with soul. 
Mingle as the waters mingle. 
Darkness wanes ! behold the light ! 
Waken, brothers, and unite ! 

Lords of Science ! ye who read 
Rightly the eternal creed, 

♦ See Note XVIII. 
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Writ in sky and sea and land, 
By the fair wise Nature's hand, 
Chant from stone and starry pages 
The old lore that moulds the ages. 
Poets ! who have bravely striven 
To overshadow earth with heaven, 
Faint not in your noble duty, 
Feed the heart of earth with beauty, 
And with old religious light 
Bid her dreamy face grow bright. 
Statesmen 1 who have called on power 
To give man one happy hour, 
Heaven is opened ; look on high ; 
Peace, the rainbow, spans the sky. 
All pure hearts ! your task renew, 
For the world hath need of you. 
Simple minds that every day 
Watch and wait, and think and pray ! 
Ye are children of one mother. 
Save and succour one another ; 
Sow, and ye shall harvest good ; 
Stand, ye cannot be withstood. 
Darkness wanes ! behold the light ! 
Waken, brothers, and unite ! 

Waken, my poets, waken ! 
Let your trumpet-notes be heard ; 
Let humanity be shaken 
At each pale prophetic word. 
As a city rocks and swings, 
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When the giant earthquake Bprings. 
Waken ye whom love hath taught 
Wisest lessons to impart, 
Sovereigns of melodious thought^ 
Lords whose empire is the heart. 
Waken ye who suffer wrong i 
Ye who lighten woe be strong; 
Charity and truth are grown 
Mightier far than sword or throne. 
Patience, brothers, and endurance, 
These shall give your souls assurance ; 
There is courage in your meekness, 
Strength itself is born of weakness ; 
And if hope should fade and leave you, 
Even despair new hope would give you. 

Throned in dim ideal halls. 
Dwells the Soul of souls unseen,* 
And her radiant shadow falls 
Aweful, lovely, and serene, 
Over men, when, calm and clear, 
Flows the Spirit's atmosphere. 
And a courage true and tender, 
Breathed out of that cloudy splendour, 
Bids the children of the sky 
Nobly live or bravely die. . . 

* Humanity, a concrete object, at once ideal and real. " It ascends 
into the unknown recesses of the past, embraces the manifold pre- 
sent, and descends into the indefinite and unforeseeable future." — 
J. S. Mill. 
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Waken, souls of poets dead ! 
Fraud and hate are vanquished ; 
Wail not for the golden years, 
Shed no longer crimson tears. 
Waken, and behold the dawn ! 
See the Eternal Morning rise, 
And beneath the opening skies, 
Waving forest, gleaming lawn 
Of returning Paradise. 
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NOTES. 



Note I. 



Balder and Thar (pp. 44, 48). 

For the sagas which suggested the poems of Balder (noticed 
and imitated in Fraser's Magazine), see Mr Carlyle's " Crom- 
well " and " Hero- Worship." The political and social allu- 
sions in these poems are still intelligible. The flight of Louis 
Philippe, the panic of petty Continental sovereigns — "The 
Frost Kings'' of " Thor''— the hopes and the fears of 1848-49, 
are glanced at in these Scandinavian poems. 



Note II. 

Admeim^** Man, Narcissus-like,'* &c. (p. 61). 

In the initial stanzas of this poem I have attempted to 
describe the Fetichistic or fictitious stage of the intellectual 
progression — 'Hhe spontaneous tendency of the intellect to 
account to itself for all cases of Causation by assimilating 
them to the intentional acts of voluntary agents like itself." 
Rude nations, says the Abb4 Raynal, quoted by Mr Mill in 
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his " System of Logic," do really believe sun, moon, and stars, 
earth, sea, and air, fountains and lakes, to have understanding 
and active power. The Fetichistic stage is the first of the 
three stages through which, according to Auguste Comte's 
fundamental law, all human speculation passes. "In the 
first of these," says Mr Mill, " it tends to explain the pheno- 
mena by supernatural agencies, in the second by metaphysical 
abstractions, and in the third or final state confines itself to 
ascertaining their laws of succession and similitude. This gene- 
ralisation appears to me to have that high degree of scientific 
evidence which is derived from the concurrence of the indica- 
tions of history with the probabilities derived from the con- 
stitution of the human mind.** — System of Logic, 



Note IIL 

Lady Alva^s Web (p. 70). 

This was originally a semi-pantheistic poem. I wish it 
now to be regarded as an attempt to delineate the incompre- 
hensible and multifarious activity of existence, by ascribing 
to the great mystery of Power a human-like agency, — the 
natura naturans conducting the marvellous transformations 
in the external world being represented by the spirit which 
in the human world exercises a corresponding magical minis- 
tration. 



Note IV. 

The Noble Lesson (p. 76). 

In this poem, as in the ode at the end of the volume, is an 
admiring and reverential estimate of the chaxacter of the 
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Fonnder of Christianity, which.hannonises with that of Strausp, 
Shelley, and other repudiators of Christian dogmatics. Mr 
J. S. Mill's appreciation is too unqualified, but he has, in my 
judgment, touched truly on some of the beautiful human 
attributes of the great Prophet of Nazareth. Jesus is to me, 
as to Mr Mill, '^ probably the greatest moral reformer and 
martyr to that mission who ever existed upon earth." ' In 
the section on " Religion,^ by the " one mind, the sovereign 
will,* I mean the collective spirit of the human race, conceived 
as one continuous whole, including the Past, the Present^ and 
the Future. " On all sides," says Mr Lewes, "it appears that 
Nature embodies the transfigured desires of man, and the 
idealising spirit of man. It is the work, the emotion, and the 
thought of Humanity." 

"7n righU are all men equal" (p. 80). — The Justinian Code 
declares the natural equality of men. Social equality is an 
ideal to be realised by peaceful approximations, by reforms 
in manners, opinions, and sentiments; by education, com- 
munity of work, and constant personal intercourse. Absolute 
equality is a chimera. The equality which I consider possible 
is based on the general recognition of human worth. Such 
an equality is not incompatible with veneration for superior 
gifts, with the subordination essential to the prosecution of 
common enterprise, with an appreciation of the sanctities of 
antiquity, or even the claims of gentle birth, if the merit of 
the living descendant serve to recall the debt of gratitude 
which we owe to the nobler ancestor. 



Note V. 

Geneets (p. 87). 

'* Give me matter," says Kant, " and I will build the world ; " 
and deducing from simple data a doctrine similar to the 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



B^H9i 



192 NOTES, 

well-known "Nebular Hypothesis" of Laplace, he accounts 
for the relations of the masses and the densities of the 
planets to their distances from the sun, for the eccentricities of 
their orbits, for their rotations, for their satellites, for the 
general agreement in the direction of rotation among the 
celestial bodies, for Saturn's ring and for the zodiacal light. 
The nebular hypothesis shows that prior to the earth being in a 
fluid state it existed, dissolved in a vast nebula, the parent of 
the solar system ; that this nebula gradually contracted and 
condensed, throwing off the planets one by one ; that the 
central portion of the nebula, condensed perhaps to the fluid 
state, exists at present as the sun. See Huxley's " Lay Ser- 
mons," p. 241, and Lockyer's " Lessons in Astronomy," p. 88. 

" TkaXfar planet" — Neptune. Mr Adams of the University 
of Cambridge, a native of Cornwall, and M. Leverrier of Paris, 
independently and almost simultaneously discovered the 
theoretical place of this planet, which was found very near 
the position thus assigned it by Dr Galle, September 23, 1846. 

The existence of an unknown planet was inferred by Kant 
from scientific data. In 1771 Uranus was discovered by Sir 
William Herschell, justifying the inference of the philosopher. 

The " kingly orb " of the poem is Jupiter ; the " world 
of wild romance," Saturn ; the " daughter of the sun," Venus ; 
the "eldest bom of light,** Mercury; the "mysterious radiance" 
from the sun, the zodiacal light, an appendage of the sun 
which extends beyond the earth. The stanzas describing the 
biological evolution have been recently inserted, as the poem 
when composed, in 1849, dealt only with the idea of planetary 
evolution. I have endeavoured to give a poetical expression 
to recent speculations, in particular, to Mr Herbert Spencer's 
doctrine of transmitted experiences, in the new verses. As 
regards what is said of the eye, Mr Spencer writes ; — 

" As soon aj9 there exists a rudimentary eye capable of re- 
ceiving an impression from a moving object about to strike 
the organism, and so rendering it possible for the organism to 
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make some adapted movement, there is shown the dawn of 
actions which we distinguish as intelligent. As soon as the 
organism, fully sensitive to a jar or vibration propagated 
through its medium, contracts itself so as to be in less danger 
from the adjacent source of disturbance, we perceive a nascent 
form of the life classed as psychicaL That is to say, whenever 
the correspondence exhibits some extension in space or time, 
some increase of speciality or complexity, we find we have 
crossed the boundary between physical life and psychical 
life." — Principles of Psychology, p. 392. 



Note VI. 

Palingenesis — " Eises Paris " (p. 97). 

" The quarry stones of which nearly the whole city of Paris 
is built consists of the shells of animals, of which two hundred 
ndllions are computed in a cubic foot." — Biichner, 



Note VII. 

Aquinas (p. 113). 

The story on which this poem is founded is well known. 
It is said that the great scholastic, touched with pity at the 
thought of the doom which awaited the chief of the fallen 
angels, broke forth into prayer on his behalf. This poem was 
quoted by Mr Holyoake many years ago in his controversy 
with Mr Brewin Grant The Rev. Mr Molesworth, in a "His- 
tory of our Own Times," highly commended by Mr Bright, 
thus records his impression of Mr Holyoake's services : — 

" The success of Secularism was due, in no small degree, to 

N 
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the qualities of Mr Holyoake, who had assiduouslj' cultivated 
great natural gifts, who delivered his opinions with calm, 
quiet, and persuasive earnestness, and had won the favourable 
attention of the working classes by the enlightened interest 
he had on many occasions taken in their welfare, and the 
thorough mastery he had displayed of many social problems 
in the solution of which they were deeply interested." 



Note VIII. 

California (p. 127). 

This poem was intended as a censure of the Mammon- 
worship of the age. In it the false ideal is contrasted with 
the true. The privations and suflFerings of the gold-hunters 
in or about 1848, as reported in the newspapers, were appal- 
ling. I have endeavoured to portray the actual scenery of 
the country traversed, as well as the description of others 
enabled me to do so. The reader will remark, in particular, 
the poetic purpose which the Fata Morgana is made to 
subserve. 



Note IX. 

Chartism and Tenth of April (pp. 132, 137). 

" The Chartists were for the most part working men, who 
suffered from the distress then generally prevailing, and who 
looked to further reforms in the system of parliamentary re- 
presentation for the means of mending their condition. Their 
name came from their * People's Charter,' the document in 
which they set forth their demands — universal suffrage ; vote 
by ballot ; annual parliaments ; the division of the coimtry 
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into equal electoral districts ; the abolition of the property 
qualification of members, and payment of their services. 
After some rioting in 1839, the Chartists remained tolerably 
quiet until 1848, when, excited by the revolutions which took 
place that year in France and other parts of the Continent, 
they determined to make show of their strength. Mustering 
on the 10th April on Kennington Common, they designed to 
march through London to the House of Conmions, carrying 
a petition embodying their demands, which they boasted, 
though not with truth, to bear more than five million signa- 
tures. This was to be presented by Fergus 0*Connor, one of the 
members for Nottingham. Both the Government and the 
great body of the people met this threatening movement with 
firmness. The Londoners, to the number of a quarter of 
a million, enrolled themselves as special constables ; the 
Chartists were not allowed to cross the bridges in procession, 
and the whole aflfair passed ofi' quietly, without the troops, 
which the Duke of Wellington had posted out of sight but 
at hand, having any need to show themselves. From this 
time the Chartists ceased to be of any importance as an 
organised body ; but three of the reforms for which they 
contended have since been carried out by the Acts which 
abolished the property qualifications, and granted well-nigh 
universal suffrage and vote by ballot." — History of JSngland, 
by Miss Edith Thompson. 



Note X. 

The People's Petition (p. 147). 

Written in 1840, this poem expressed my sympathy with 
the ill-fed, ill-clothed, ill-sheltered industrial population of 
our own country before the repeal of the Corn Laws. It 
appeared in some newspaper, and was noticed, I think, by the 
London Spectator, A Conservative friend, ignorant of the 
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authorship, attributed it to an '* inspired weaver." When in 
1843 I commenced mj ministrations among the poor of an 
agricultural parish in the West of England, seven or eight 
shillings a week was the usual remuneration received by a 
labouring man. 



Note XL 

Maize (p. 152). 

In 1847, at the time of the Irish famine, maize was recom- 
mended as a nutritious article of food. If I remember rightly? 
Mr Carlyle, in a brief letter published in some newspaper, 
employed his forcible rhetoric in advising its cultivation. 



Note XII. 

Voices (p. 154). 

The repeal of the Com Laws was attributed by Sir Robert 
Peel to Richard Cobden, the foremost of the Free Trade 
politicians. 



Note XIIL 

Peel (p. 160). 

Lord John Russell, to whose courageous and honourable 
services England is indebted for extended liberties, when in 
1849 remedial measures were demanded for Ireland, replied 
with a cry of regret for helplessness. Sir Robert Peel's state- 
ment of a strong and decisive policy, which was afterwards 
wholly or in part adopted, awakened feelings of admiration, 
to which I gave expression in this sonnet printed in the /Spcc- 
tator. 
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Note XIV. 

Kossuth and the Hungarians (p. 163). 

" The Hungarians stood up for their ancient constitutions 
with certain reforms. Afterwards they set up a republic 
under the famous Kossuth. But unluckily feuds had arisen 
between the Magyars and other races in Hungary, and this 
greatly helped the reconquest of the country by Austria, 
which, however, was not done without the help of Russia." 
— Freeman's General Sketch. 



NOTB XV. 

Mazzini (p. 165). 

" By his intense and burning faith in the destinies of his 
country, he contributed more perhaps than any other to the 
realisation of the dream of unity and independence; and 
though he was willing to sacrifice substantial results for an 
ideal perfection, his designs were honestly constructive, and 
he was ever firmly opposed to all projects of spoliation and 
social disoidei "—Saturday Review, February 13, 1875. 



Note XVI. 

A Reverberation from the Riviera (p. 166). 

The good tidings of the Agricultural Labour movement 
reached me while wintering on the Riviera in 1871-72. That 
movement appeared to me to be characterised by intelligence 
and moderation. Though cordially sympathising with all 
measures that have for their object the elevation of the 
labouring classes, I cannot but deplore that rash and fiery 
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words have sometimes been tittered by their advocates, or 
forget that the conduct of the men living on the wages of 
labour, in town or country, is not always prudent or unselfish. 
Professor Fawcett calls attention to the slight increase which 
has occurred in the rate of wages in Great Britain contem- 
poraneously to the large additions recently made to our 
national wealth ; and it is difficult to resist the conviction 
that, without confiscating the property of the rich, organic 
reforms might be devised which should have for their result 
an equitable distribution of the social advantages which the 
improvements of civilisation accumulate in the nation. Pro- 
fessor Caimes, though at one with the Socialists on the point 
of raising the working man from the position of a mere 
labourer, finds himself wholly unable to accept the' means 
which Socialism proposes for effecting the required elevation, 
and is of opinion that Co-operation constitutes the one and 
only solution of our present problem. Mr Fawcett entertains 
a similar opinion, as did also the late Mr MilL The contribu- 
tion towards a common fund to be employed as capital, which 
is the essence of this system. Professor Cairnes declares must 
be derived from the savings of the working men themselves, 
and that they have a margin of increase he considers proved 
by the Excise returns. As to the British Plutocracy, I agree 
with Mr Goldwin Smith that it is not deserving of any par- 
ticular respect With him, too, I believe that, among the 
better part of the race, property is being gradually modified 
by duty ; and with him I venture to surmise that before 
Humanity reaches its distant goal, property and duty will be 
merged in affection. 



Note XVII. 

The Nev3 Apocali/pse (p. 170). 

This ode was commenced in 1840. In one of the stanzas I 
ventured to predict the influence which the genius of Carlyle, 
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Mill, Qrote, and Comte would exercise on this generation — 
a prediction which has been amply verified. In revising the 
ode, I have, however, omitted the names of these distinguished 
men. The political forecasts which I then made have also 
had a general justification in corresponding events. In one 
division of the ode I have described the frightful sufferings of 
the people in Poland before 1848. The hangings, banishments, 
and other penalties inflicted on the patriots of 1863 will be 
in the remembrance of many of us. In the strophe which 
originally celebrated the great names already mentioned, are 
two allusions which require explanation. By " the daedal dance 
of power," I mean the natural process known as the correlation 
or convertibility of the forces ; and by the ** mystic child of 
change and conflict," the more perfect human being of the 
future, suggested by the hypothesis of Mr Darwin, or the 
evolution theory of Mr Spencer. In the railway strophe, the 
" blind fair chasms," &c., is a mental reproduction of the mag- 
nificent local characteristics of the Sommering Pass ; and the 
" violet seas," of the beautiful bays on the Riviera. The welcome 
given, in another strophe of the ode, to Egyptian civilisation, 
under Mehemet Ali*s rule, has been fairly justified, though 
a late residence in Cairo has made me conscious to how re- 
mote a period I must postpone the fulfilment of my political 
ideaL ** The vision known of yore," is the religious ideal, or its 
philosophic equivalent. 



Note XVIII. 

A Prophecy (p. 184).' 

" It is with reason that the modem mind sees its golden 
age in the distant future, as the ancient mind saw it in the 
forgotten past. But however bright and glorious may be the 
destination of mankind, its onward progress is marked by 
irksome toil and bitter sorrow." — Fiske^s Cosniic Theism, 
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